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•EASTER EVENING 

By 

THEODOSIA THOMPSON 




TO ZAHLEH, SYRIA 




CHARACTERS IN THE ORDER OF 
THEIR APPEARANCE 

# 

Hephzibah, wife of Nicolas the Deacon 

Anna, wife of Stmeon 

Miriam 

Antony 

Nicolas 

Simeon 

• 

The action ts supposed to take place four years after the 
death of Christ 




EASTER EVENING 


Late afternoon in a Syrian town on the eastern 
foothills of the Lebanon. The home of Miriam — a 
scene in whichy at firsts the background and foreground 
seem to have changed places — the dark room serving 
as a mere setting to the bnlhant s^linset beyond 

The* room ts small , its walls are plastered with mud 
and its lov^ ceding of rafters ts blackened with smoke. 
A rough mat partly covers the earthen floor Along 
the left wally toward the front of the stagey the only 
seats — a few flat cushions — are ranged In front of 
these stands a loWy round tablcy and near by a charcoal 
brazier glows dullyy^its fire almost smothered in ashes 
Behind the cushionSy and toward the back of the rooniy 
hangs a curiam that hides a recess or deepy shelved 
cupboard In the back wally a window {left) and door 
{extreme right) Between these a rude wooden stand 
built to hold an earthenware water-jar A bare wall 
to thepght 

The room ts tn shadow — thrown into darknesSy rather 
than illmnxnedy by the flaimng sunset that lights the 
mountain-wall m the East Through the small barfed 
wmdow and wide-flung dooTy that open directly on to a 
womy ^hite ropd, one looks straight across a valley 
and a flat plain — already dim with twilight — to this 
suddeny naked wall of Anti-Lebanony kindled into vivid 
fire — coppery rosCy cninsoHy carmine — glowing and throb- 
bing between the purple shadow of the plain and the 
intense blue of the watting evening sky 

The room is empty A few people pass along the 
twilit road — an old woman y bowed beneath the weight 
of her water-jar , a youth on a tiredy dutiy donkey , 
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a small party of Roman soldiers loitering , a group of 
children loith a battered kite Then silence A minute 
passes Steps and voices lOre heard again, and iwo 
women appear in the doorway They are dressed 
^ simply, in dark homespun woollen gowns, with heavy 
white veils wound around head and shoidder Hephztbah 
IS the older woman — over fifty, stout, motherly, infec- 
tive Aiwa, about thirty, is sharply pretty, small, 
active, shrewish “ 

Hephztbah. ^ 

Minam I {Pause Knocking louder.) 

Miriam { 

Minam ! — She is not here. 

What shall we do ? 

O 

Anna. 

Will you come back with me ? 
Hephztbah. 

A third time ! No We’ll go mside, and wait 

{The women enter, standing at first near the door 
and looking out) 

A wasted afternoon ! Three hours ago 

They said she had gone to fill her water-jar o 

That cannot be — the spring is close at hand 

And yet {Turning, and looking at the empty jtand ) 

the jar is gone. 

Anna 

Go to the spring 

You’ll find It Ijung, empty, on the grass 
The women of the quarter know it w6ll, 

Miriam’s water-jar ! It often hes 
For hours together, while she chmbs the hill 
0 
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To wander through the vineyards just beyond. 

She’ll not be back till dark 

HephzIbah. 

Till dark, you say 1 

Anna. 

It’s what I’ve told you all a hundred times ! 

If you hved m the quarter you ?70uld know 1 
She often roams at dusk , the other mgljt 
She passedoour house m starhght Simeon then 
Bade me go out and try to reason with her 
Let the Church do it 1 I have had enough 
Of talkmg reason to a madwoman 

HEPnEIBAH. 

The Church ts spealang — 

{Siglis^ turning away from the door ) 
And I could but wish 
That we were not its mouthpiece 

{She crosses the room and sits dozen wearily on 
one of the cushion seatSy loosening her veil 
* and smoothing back her hair ) 

Nicolas 

Will jgrow impatient at the long delay • 

He Waits our answer — and the elders meet 
At sunsjit {Holding her hands out to the brazier ) 

Miham’s fire is almost out 
The room is cold — {Looking about her ) 

^ and bare — ^but clean enough 

(Anna, storing out of the door^ does not answer.) 
{Sighing heavily) 

* It wearies one this idlmg through the day 

Anna {without turmns) 

It doesn’t weary Minam 


c 
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(A soldier loiters past and, seeing Anna standing 
staring out of the door, lounges fonoard mth 
a smile She starts violently, pulls her*' veil 
across her face, and humes across the room 
to Hephzibah, out of sight of the road The 
soldier shrugs hts shoulders, and goes off, 
whistling ) 

* The beast ! 

Hephzibah , 

What GO you mean ? 

Anna 

A soldier ! 

• 

Hephzibah.'' 

Comity 

Anna 

No — I don’t know — Oh, let us get away 1 
This house is vile VTiy should we soil ourselves ? 

Hephizbah 

This house is vile ? 

o 

Anna 

Is known to all the cam^ 

Else why should soldiers, passing by *the door. 

Leer at me and come forward ? — Let us go f 
Let the men deal with her ! Let Nicolas 
Bring m the elders ! Let them question her f 

Hephzibah 

«p 

No, daughter, we must wait Sit here awhile 
Quiet yourself — no one can see you now 

^ (Anna seats herself beside Hephzibah) 
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II 


’Ti^, as they said this morning, kinder far 

That women first should speak to her, not men 

* • 

Anna. 

Not men I You wrong her courage 1 Minam^ fear 
To talk with men 1 She’ll thank you for this kmdness 1 
If I’ve tried once, I’ve tried a hundred times 
To speak to her — m kmdness as a fnend — 

Only t’o find her proud, mdifferent » 

{MtmtChng a proud gesture, with a toss of her 
head) 

“ Who IS It speaks to me, the Magdalene ? ” 
Hephzibah. 

J 

Anna 1 a 

Anna 

You fear her — every one of you ! 

Two years ago, she came from Gahlee, 

Bnnging her great name with her — “ I am she, 

Who knew the Lord, who walked and talked with Hm 
You lejew Him not I am the Magdalene 
’Twas thus and thus ” 

Hephzibah 
* Hush, Anna 1 

Anna 

Oh, you all 

Fell at her feet and did her reverence 
You added pity to your foolishness 
And let her waywardness go unrebuked 
How has It helped us — this great name of hers ? 
T^s Gentile town where once we lived m peace 
Is full of tales of our strange madwoman^ 

The Chnstian madwoman whc^ hves alone, 
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Who roams the hills, who \i^lks abroad at dusk — 
Or, if not mad, then worse, a hundred times, — 

A woman m this quarter,'" near the camp, * 
Who hves thus freely, fanng forth at night, 

Past midnight even — as we found by chance 

{Stlence ) 

'HEPHZrBAtt, 

You say the door was open ? 

Anna. 

No, unlocked 

Simeon and Andrew would have raised the town, 
Knockmg and shoutmg, se I tned the latch. 

It was unfastened, and I pushed the door 
Open a little — thrust our lantern m — 

The room was empty 

Hephzibah 

Empty before dawn 

c 

Anna 

Tcvo hours before the dawn — A year ago, 

Through some mischance we reached your house 
too late ^ 

For the bread-breaking This year, Simeon 

Had us awake too early, m his zeal 

^Twas scarce past midnight when he wakened us" 

It lacked two hours of dawn when, passmg by 
This house, we thought to waken Minam 
And take her with us 


Hephzibah 

And she was not here 
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Anna. 

We said, “ She has outdone us and gone on ” 

Bu? she was not with you* 


Hephzibah 

Where was she ? 


s 


^ Anna 

That is the question we have come to ask 


Where ? 
{Fame ) 


I wonder what she’ll answer Heretofore, 

When asked about her lonely wandermgs, 

She’s prated of the “ peace of open hills ” 

She’d have us t hink she hves m reverie, 

In prayer and holy dreams Credulous fools I 
How she must scorn us, listemng open-mouthed. 
Envying, never doubtmg, while she weaves 
With skilful speech a tapestry of lies, 

Bnght, holy lies, fair pictures of her past 
That Sazzle us — ^the while, behmd the screen, 

She phes her old trade 


Hephzibah 

» , Anna ! Anna I Hush I 

We know but httle — have not come to judge, 

Only to question Put aside these thoughts I 


Anna 

To ,thmk that women should be fooled by her 1 
Men, yes, — ^but women — ^who should know and see 
Sne IS what once she was , she cannot cjiange 
Harlot of Magdala, a loathsome thmg 1 
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She flmgs a crimson cloak of piety 
Around her beauty, gaimng added power, 

But none forget her past of sinning. Men, 

Even our own men, follow her with their eyes, 
Wondpnng always what dark dreams are hers, 

What flaming memones She poisons them, 
Andrew, my brother, sickens for love of her — 

My husband, Simeon — (Sobs) 

>■ — Hateful, utter fools ! 

Blind fools — ^what is to teach j ou ? Must you see 
The seven devils fnskmg m tins house 
Before you know her ? 

{Covers her face mth her hands, shaken by dry 
sobbing ) *- 

If I could tell my hate ! 

Hephzibah 

Anna, my daughter ! 

Anna {rising, and dashing azoay her tears). 

What am I domg ? ‘ 

{Walks to the toindow, and looks out for a moment ) 

The sun 

Has nearly left the mountains Shall we wait, 

Or shall we go — ^to waste another day 
To-morrow ? ** 


Hephzibah {rising) 

No, I cannot come agam 
This hill IS long and steep — and I grow old 
Nor can I go back answerless Nicolas waits ^ 
(Anna turns from the toindow andy half tdly^ hdf 
cunouslyy flings aside the curtain over the 
recess and inspects the contents of the shelves ) 
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Hephzibah. 

Even now she may be coming 

* {Crosses to the door* and looks doton the road) 

Anna (sharply) 

Hephzibah ! 

A 

Hephzibah (turning, startled). 

• What ? 

What IS 1 ? ? 

Anna 

(holding out a small wJntejar that she has lifted 
dozen from ihe top shelf) 

Look ! (Hephzibah hurries across ) 

Do you know what this is ? 
Egyptian omtment 1 Smell it Do you know 
How much It costs ? A thousand sesterces 1 
The price of this would give a weekly dole 
To all our poor for many months to come 1 

Hephzibah 

A thousand sesterces 1 

O 

Anna 

• • Or more than that 

A sunple woman is our Minam, 

"V^ith simple tastes, livmg m poverty 
A frugal, holy life 1 Two months ago, 

Nicolas, pitymg such poverty, 

Offered her — did he not ? — a weeUy dole 

(Hephzibah nods ) 

And she refused it — great nobility 1 ^ 

We bowed agam before her simple pnde. 
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Black h3rpocrite ! Spending her hoarded wealth 
On lures of harlotn* — ointments and scents ! 

She knows their use and j.'alue * ' 

{Takes the jar to the xrtnioze, Hephzibah / oJ/otrihg 
her.) 

Hephzib^h {peering closer in the darkness) 

IS that ^ 


That dtill, red stain * 


Anxa, 

Hotv do I know ^ No doubt, 
Some other omtment — some vermilion stain 
To brighten her great hps — dropped here m haste. 
Some e\dl night, and ne\e^ cleaned away. 

Look further, and you’ll find, without a doubt, 

Yet other jars — a jar of crimson paste — 

A flask of myrrh — ^a 

(A sound at the door makes both seoma: start 
Akx\ hastily replaces the jar on the shelf 
jVIiriam appears in the doorzeay , hcrccafer- 
jar on her shoulder^ one am: lifted and hghily 
holding It in place Koi hearing the 
cOTcaf, she turns for a last look at the sipuct 
before entering. Tally straight y nobly pro- 
portioned — a icoman of Ucenty -five-pressed 
tn a simple goam of ridi bluej she focuses the 
glozcing colours of the outer scenCy giving Jia 
impression of cxiroordmanly vivid beauty that 
is heightened by the darkness of the iimcr 
roomy tn xclnch dusk has gathered apace , 

this time the too oilier zvomen are barely' 
vnstple — mere silhouettes ogamst the barred 
xctndovo. Thex hurry foncard to the aisLiors 
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where they have been stUtitg, and are standing 
there when Miriam enters 
Miriam turns at last, and, lifting her jar 
from her shoulder, enters the door ) 

The Women 

Peace i)e unto you I 

Miriam {startled) 

And on you, peace 1 Who waits here m the dark ? 

Anna 

Hephzibah, wife of Nicolas , and I, 

Anna, your neighbour, wife of Simeon 

-(k 

Miriam 

God grant you peace, this Easter eventide 1 

The Women {mnrtmirtng formally) 

And gjrant you peace ! 

Miriam 

* 

Pray sit you down and rest 
{Tlie women seat themselves ) 
You hsfVe been® waiting long ? The room is dark 
We need a lamp 

« {Puis her jar on the standf and^ going to the aip- 

boardy lights a small oiUlampy which she places 

on the table before the women She shuts 

the door and closes the window by pushing 

together the rude wooden shutters Coming 

forward agatUy she bends over ihafnazter ) 

Tlie fire;; 

0 
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Hephzibah. 

There is no need. 

We are not cold Will you not also rest ? 

(Miriam, stooping, picks up a cushion that lies 
^ against the wall, and brings it out further 
into the room, so that, sitting on it, she faces 
Hephzibai;^ and Anna across the table, her 
back to the door The light cast by the little 
oil-damp flares feebly The three women’s 
veils and faces alone are clear against a back- 
ground of darkness and great wavering shadows ) 
Daughter, we looked for you this Easter morning 
You did not jom us 

Miriam « 

(hesttatesy glances at Anna’s set face) 

It IS as you say, 

Hephzibah 

You rarely meet with us, and yet we thought — 

On this, the greatest of our holy days, — {Pauses ) 

Miriam {gently). 

To have me with you It was m my heart , 

And I made ready, long before the dawn ^ 

But, once outside the house, the nsufg wmd, 

Flowmg so cold and strong across the world, 

Seemed the same wmd that, m lenisalem, 

Swept, wild and desolate, across the hills 
That other Easter mommg , and the stars 
Burned as they burned that mommg — steadily— 

Cold fires m the cold blackness overhead 
Forgive me^ mother, but I could not then 
Descend into the crovided, reekmg town, 
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Stall breathing of the night As m a dream 
I turned towards the hills to 'ti'atch the dawn — 
To dive agam that morning — 


Anna {to Hephzibah) 

As I said 1 


How she must laugh at us ! 


j 


-- Hephzibah {recalled thus sharply) 

But, Minam, 

Surely it is unwise to roam abroad, 

Alone, at dawn and dusk 


Miriam 

O 

I take no harm 
Hephzibah 

It is unwise that you should hve alone 
Miriam 

I am alone, mother 

O 

Hephzibah 
You need not be 

Our'ohouse is open to you You should hve 
Down m the Chnstian quarter with your fnends — 
Not uf this ne^ighbourhood, so far away 
Now that the camp is pitched m Eh’s field, 

This quarter is unsafe for such as you 
You know what women settle near the camp 

Anna 

It may be for their sake that Minam 
Chooses to stay here — ^helpmg, teachmg ^em — 

A great vocation* 



i too, is He did rot rr cerstrti 

Even from srcii I t^":e harrm 

•# 

Arrrc^- (fo Htphtsah). 

Tt 2 lx M 

'KEt traSo riHtii tne common soIdLery r 
Are there not oScers : Cerrtuxions ? 

Hh?hzib^ 

Xo, r^Iiriairu He did not undermand ; 

Agd no one understands. Why keep this hijnse ? 
Sell It, and live amongst us in the totvn- 

ZshsiA^^i (fo liendf) - 

The tovm — the Christian quarter — dose and darh ! 
Must I then leave the hills and spend my days 
Prisoned and pent — because ineii^s evil tongties 
And evil thoughts vviU not leave me alone i 

{To He?HZI3>T7 ^ 

Tvlen’s idle talk is no new thing to me. 

If I am strc>Qg to bear it, cannot you, 

Trusting me, mother, your ways m peace ? 
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Hephzebah 

Daughter, our ways are yours, or crossed by yoi^rs 
We are all Chnstians m a Gentile town 
The judgment passed on you falls on us all, 

And hearts that do not understand your ways ^ 
Grow hard against us {Hentdtes ) 

We have come as friends, 
But more, — as messengers, sent by the Church,-— 
Who ask you to give up a wayward hfe, 

A stumbhng-block to many — and to hve 

• Miriam {interruptutg) 

The Church has sent you j 

ilEPHZIBAH 

As the elders’ wive^ 

It was agreed this mommg 
Miriam 

« But the Church 1 — ^ 

Surely they trust me ! You do not beheve — 

You, Hephzibah, and Anna, do not think 

u 

tJ 

Anna (coldly) 

The m&sage hSs been given 

(Miriam rises and stands^ staring across the foom 
^ Silence ) 

Hephzibah (timidly) 

Minam 1 

Miriam (nnlieedtngy to herself^ 

I am alone again. 


4 
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Anna 

Now she must weep, 
And agonize over a lonehness 
Of her own choice I 


. Hephzibah 

(also rising, goes across the room, putting a 
Jiand on Miriam’s shoulder') '■ 

Daughter, will you not speak ? 

Miriam. 

Words will not make you trust me 
Hephzibah” 

We but ask — 

\ 

]\llRIAiVT 

Nor any act of mine — ^for all my life 
Is shadowed by the life that went before 
I may forget, but men will not forget. 

My past lives in their eyes, to torture me 
I {hought you friends 

Hephzibah 

Is it so much to ask ? 
That you should leave this house — ^that you should 
come 

And hve among us as a sister should, 

Sharmg the lot of women, sheltered, safe. 

Protected from the evil world — ^if not 

By one marfs love (marnage you will not have) — 

Then by our commoib love ? 
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MmiAM- 

Mother, your heart 

And'^words are gentle, truly, but my heart 
Longs to be free Why should our hves be spent 
Shut m by stones and mud ? Why should our nunds 
Be meshed m webs of our own fashioiung — 
Fastened for ever to dull, dusty things, 

Drearily threadmg a blmd, heavy track, 

Worm-Iike amid our stuffs and furniture^ 

The same felmd way, always the same blmd way ? 
Are you so happy ? Do you never hear 
The mght-wmd on the mountams, the great wmd 
That comes from the dark space between the stars 
And shakes our valley as it brushes by ? 

Or do you only hear, beside your door, 

The fig-leaves rustle and the ohves shake, 

And turn agam to sleep ? Do you not long 
To climb the hill, leavmg the town behind, 

And walk among the vineyards and the fields ? 

. It IS another life that I hve there 
Amid the holmess of silent hills, 

That look across the plam to other hills, 

More silent yet and hoher, whose calm hnes 
Rise ii> white Hermon to a prayer of peace 

Lifted above the world* 

• » 

Hephzibah ( gently ) 

Long years ago, 

I, too, beheved this was the better life 
Our childhood days are dreams of idleness, 

And youth looks back on them with aching heart 
Hating life’s bondage But the years go 
And men and women find themjselves content 
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With homely duties Surely, Minam, 

You are too wise to think that happmess 
Is idle hving ? ^ 

Miriam 

o Mother, forgive my words 

Life bmds us all — ^women it bmds ^e most 
And yet some hug c needless bondage, surely. 

Nor lift their weary eyes, nor seek the peace 
That waits Reside them Did the women sm 
Who left their busy looms and household^cares, 
Following the Master, listemng to His word, 
Beside the lake or m the open fields 
And upland pastures of our Galilee ? 

c 

Anna up) 

Your Gahlee ! Always your Galilee 1 
Leave us m peace — go back to Galilee I 
Why did you ever leave your Gahlee ? 

What brought you here among us ? Was there not 
Great lamentation, beating of the breast. 

When you had gone, leavmg them desolate ?o 
Have they not languished these two weary years ? 

ty their great bereavement ! Go in peace 1 
Go back to them 1 Go back to Galilee 1 * 

^ Miriam {tn a loto voice) c 

Why did I leave 

{Tuniwg suddenly io HepHZIBAH) 
Oh, mother, let me stay ! 

My heart was weary, and I longed for peace— 

And here peace found me in your hillside town^ 

I burden no one In this simple house . 

My wants <ire few My spinning earns my bread , 

I bake and scour as you do 
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Anna {with hate) 

And, like us, 

You Share your wealth, giving it to the poor 

Miriam , 

You speak in scorn ^Tis true, I have no wealth 

Aiwa ^ 

*Tis trut, you hide it well I {To Hephzibah ) 

® No, let me speak 

(Again to Miriam) 

All wmter long, you had no wealth to share 
'With cold and hungry folk — ^yet you can buy 
Egyptian omtments I — ^Yes, % your wants are few ! 
But costly — as befits a^^Magdalene 1 

Miriam 

What do you mean ? 

Anna 

(going io the aipboard and taking down 
* the jar) 

' Tell us, what did this cost ^ 

Miriam (seizing it) 

That you^ should^ touch it 1 

Anna. 

• Softly, Mmam I 

We would have answers, and not tragedy. 

When did you own a thousand sesterces, 

Pncc pi this pretty jar ? 

Miriam (tn a low votce^ turning ar^y) 

. FourA^ears aeo 
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Anna. 

Four years ago ! Always four years ago ! 

The phrase grows ancieat, and a httle stale, — ' 

As would the ointment 1 

Miriam {^o herself) 

^ Have I, then, done wrong 

To keep It all these years ? Even imsealed — 
Unsealed and used — ^it would have fetched a “pnce. 

(Wifh a sudden reoiilston) 
Never 1 I could not I RaAer bury it. 

Or pour it on the fire, than it should pass 
Into men’s careless hands 1 

Anna (io° Hephzibae) 

1tou question her 

She wdl not answer me — but be direct 

The Church wants answers, not these idle tales. 

Hephzibah 

Speak to me, Minam I do not ask 

For my own sake, but for the Church Speak to us ! 

My daughter, trust our love ' 

Miriam 

Until to-day 

I have told no one of this " 

(As in a dream.) 

. . In that hour 

When hope died with the Lord upon the cross, 

Joseph the Anmathaian having gone 

To beg the body for fair bunal, ^ 

I hastened to the market-place alone. 

Bought spikes and this omtmcnt, and returned 
To Golgotha. Theji, had laid tlic Lord away 
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The soldiers stood, ready to roll the stone 
With tears I begged to enter — ^Joseph said, 

" Let*her go in ” , so one anpaUently 
Thrust m my hands a lamp, and down the steps 
I went into the darkened tomb, and there » 

Lifted the cloth and looked on His dear face 
. . I broke the jar — from wounds that bled afresh 
There c^e this stam, dearer than my heart’s blood 

Anna 

Blasphemy I 

Hephzibah. 

Miriam I 

{A loud knock at the door The women start,) 
■* It is Nicolas, 

Tired at last of waiting 

Miriam 

{stooping to place the jar on the table) 

Enter m 1 

A Man’s Voice (o,? the door ts flung open). 

Is this the dwelling of the Magdalene ? 

{Tlic short twilight ts over The door opens on 
darkness Night and distant stars A tall 
flgure in\he doorway The windy rushing iuy 
nearly puts out the lamp which Miriam ts 
• l^fl^ug from the table ) 

Miriam {startled at the sound of the voici) 

Who IS it ? 

^{i'tims quickly toward the dooTy the lapip m her 
hands The wometiy thrown into darkness by 
her sliadowy are scarcely visible. The light 
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aS 


falls on the glinting armour ard hecrcy crimson 
cloak of a Roman officer, young — rot^ over 
thirty-five — darh-eycd, imperious^) 

AKTO>rY (gazing intently at her). 

Antony — ^And you at last ! 

After a hundred yvars ! 

(Enters, closing the door beJ^ind him, a^d comes 
fdhvard. AItriam st^s backward^ smays, ard, 
as if to save herself from falling , stretches cut 
a hard ioecards the tvorren. Hephzibah r*"- 
voluntarily read es out to steady her, but 
Anxa strikes dovm her hand angnlyi) 

Akxaa 

Leave hex alone I 

How can you touch her ^ WTiat is she to us ? 

A harlot — caught at last ! Why do we wait ? 

(77ie vzomai puU their veils across their faces cnh 
passing behind AItriam, have at once, vnth 
TO ward of farevzeU Antoxy, v:H hos 
checked at the sight of them, coma foncarJ 
cgcun, as the door closes ) 

Antony. 

Forgive me, I had thought you were alone, 

Aly eyes were dazzled fay the sudden light 
And your dear face, Aly spint, sick with hope/ 
Swooned into darkness at the sight of >ou, 

After long years — after long, vearj* years 

(Puis Ids koTui on her shoulder, eagerly scenm g 
hfr face MmiAAt turns aaay, her hard 
her eyes) ^ 

^Miriam, speak ! Hive the }cars killed your love * 
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Can you forget our life in Galilee ? 

Our life — our love — ^the son you bore to me ? 

Where is the boy — our son ? 

Miriam (in a low voice) 

Dead 

Antony ” 

Dead I ^ow long ? 

Miriam. 

Six years 

Antony 

Six years — It was six years ago 
I sailed for Rome He died ? 

MnuAM. 

A few weeks after 

Antony, 

They said no child was with you, but I hoped 
That he still hved [Silence) 

• Yet it is not my son 

I have been seekmg for — a helpless babe, 

Lovec^ only for the arms that held him close, 

The fate that bent above him For two years, 
Neglectigg duties that I pled at Rome 
As need for my return, forgetting all 
Hopes but this one hope, I have sought for you, 

Till hien have deemed me mad — gone mad, they say, 
Because he loved her, the mad Magdalene 
A chance word brought me here — a last, wild hope 
Such* words, such hopes, have been my only guides 

Through all these months ^[Suddenly) 

Tell me — two years ago 
"Were you m Magdala ? ^ 
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Miriam 
Yes 

C 

Antony 

So men said. 

You left it suddenly. What brought you here ? 

^ hllRIAM 

They said you had returned to Galilee 
Antony (asfoitnded) 

You heard I You knew cl sought you ! Emew, yet 
went — 

What was it ? Anger at a soldier’s haste, 

The duU" that must take us here and there, 

TVitb scsTce a moment's vrammg} 

Did you thmk, 

YTien, summoned suddenly, I bade farewell 
To you, that afternoon, long years ago, 

That I went willingly ? 

jMhuam 

{tath a gesture of dtssait^ turns and places the 
lamp on ilie fable, then faces ANTOxVj 
Had you returned 
After a twelvemonth to Jerusalem 
You would, mdeed, have found a bitter heart 
And mockmg laughter. Now 

Antony {breakrr^ tn). 

Had you no word f 

hlonej- I sent, mone}'' and messages. 
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Miriam 

The^ did not reach me 

9 

Antony 

So you thought me false 1 
You still believe — Minam 1 by the Gods ! 

By all that you hold holy 1 by oUr love I 
T swea^ to you 

MmiAM [turmrig away) 

Not that 1 

Antony 

9 What do you fear ? 
JVIlRlAM 

Not that 1 Not that 1 Listen — and let me speak 
You say men called me “ the mad Magdalene ” — 
’Twas not your name for me You called me then 

Antony 

“ The Maid of Magdala ’’ Can I forget 
The peasant maiden on a wmdy hill 
Sun-bumed, thyme-scented, laughmg as she stretched 
Her arms above her head and tned to touch ^ 

The soft blue pigeons hurrymg to their rest 
In the wild valley there below her feet ? 

Knowmg no other name, I called you then 
The Maid of Magdala And when you gave 
Your shy young maiden beauty to my love 
And calmed the troubled waters of my life 
Intq mde seas of summer quietness 
Where pulsed the strong tides of immoi^l joy, 

You were no — a name made drab to me 

By fretful constancy 1 Like vi:>gm air 
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A pretty doll of glass that cannot change 
Except It worsen, shatter, or grow less — 

An arm or finger gone, an^ngly crack 
Threatening other changes ? — I, a man, 

Have grown m strength and power. Am I to rtoum 
The loss of a shy crescent in the west 
When suddenly above my darkened life 
the golden glory of full moon ? 

, f pl^d first m the name of our old love, 

But m that love there lay the seeds of this 
Even as you now stand I have dreamed of you^ — 
Pale, proud, a goddess clouded m dark hair. 

Forget the years between Should beauty go 
Unworshipped and unused^ Men worshipped you — 
Can I — one wave of all the swmgmg tides 
That follow on your beauty — cry aloud — 

Beat back the rising tide, and cry aloud — 

Beseechmg you to veil your beauty’s light 
From all the floodmg tide save only me ? 

Look m my eyes and see your lovelmess 
Kindling me to madness 1 My mad Magdalene 
My Cleopatra I My wild Eastern queen 1 

Miriam 

Antony, never I You must hear me now I — 

— ^The old dream nses like a breath of night 
Bmshmg against barred doors You cannot move me 
Look at me once again with clearer eyes. 

The flesh is but a dull mterpreter 
Of die qmck hfe withm, if, lookmg so, 

You cannot see the change that bars thij doors 
. . How can I tell you, who knew not the Chnst, 
Jesus of Nazareth ? 
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Antony. 

The Nazarene I 
Head of a dirty rabble of 'the streets, 

Lepers and beggars, huddled rags, himself 
Crucified and cast out ! I know your lot 
Was thrown with his and that you followed him- 
With other women -‘‘-Women love a seer 
And follow prating men with gleammg eyes o 
Who swear fliat they will mould the earthy anew. 
While their disciples beg for meat and dnnk 
From the humane ungodly — There m Rome 
My wife and mother bow and mutter prayers, 

\^Or veil themselves and creep along dark streets, 
Seekmg the pnests who swarm from Syna 
And taint our Roman air with Sacrifice 
To Cybele, Adorns and Thammuz 
And foul Astarte, the homed queen of heaven 
They follow pnests m Rome . and when at last 
I find your door and knock and enter m, 
Trembhng to touch your hand — to touch your gown. 
You meet me with this babble of “ The Chnst, 

“ Jesus of Nazareth ” — one cracified — 

Wh'ere is the world he promised ? Dead with hmi 

P • 

Miriam. 

Living with Him He died and rose agam 


A fable ! 


Antony. 


Miriam 

Never 1 I have talked W’lth Hun 
Four years ag6 I sought His broken body 
\\Tiere they had laid it m a garden grave 
The tomb was empty— ^ — 
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Antony. 

Ha I A miracle ! 
Two lusty Galileans m the mght 
Bear off a broken body — and a crowd 
Of silly women and rank fishermen 
Proclaim a resurrection. 


Miriam 

Antony 1 

Wait ! Wait ! {Tamtng from him ) 

O Master, give Thy servant strength 
How may men leam of Tnee if those who hved 
Close at Thy side, sa^ Thee, heard Thy voice, 
Cannot, with Thy hfe pulsmg through their vems, 
Touch other souls to fire with love of Thee ? 

{To Antony.) 

If suddenly you saw Him at my side 
Would you not then beheve ? He came to me 
As I \^ept m the garden — spoke with me — 

Called me by name — and I who mourned as dead 
One^who had brought to hfe my wasted soul — 

I knfiw His resurrection — and my own ^ 

• 'VJJhite tides of light beat on me — I was freed 
From mortal clianges and the fear of death. 
Strong-winged, my soul sprang upwards to the 
• hght 

To lose Itself m blmdmg ecstasy 

{Stopping y half-dazed) 

^Vhat can I tell you ? That Earth’s days go by 
As on a far dim plam — I wait the hohr 
When He shall come agam I wait a sign 
Alone, I see Him- ^ 
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Antony. 

Dead four years I You tlunk 
I shall go hungry, then, bacause a ghost 
Ranges your vision ? Never * (Seizes her roughly ) 

You are mine ! 

(Ktssirig her passionately again and again ) 
My wme ! My life^ My glory ! hlinam I 

{Without a knock the door opens ; the light cotvers 
in the toind. An old viands vcncecTotsed in 
prophetic denunciation) 

Nicolas 

V Blaspheming harlot ! In the name of Chnst 

(Antony starts and turns. Miriam sinks to her 
knees by the table covering her face with her 
hands The flickering half-light shows^ just 
inside the open doorway^ the flotomg garments 
and long xvhite beard of the deacon Nicolas, 
and the sallow face and wide eyes of Simeon, 
peering over his shoulder ) 

Which Name you sully with your filthiness — ^ 

I cut you ofi^ from Christian fellowship 
Henceforward ! Never 

C O 

Antony [starts forward angrily) 

Out of here 1 Begone • 
(Simeon shrinks back The old man stands his 
ground) 

Nicolas 

Here in this town, or elsewhere, may you claim „ 
Kinship with Chose who follow Chnst our Lord 
Your “ Fnend ” I Your “ Master ” I— Sleek-tongued 
hypocnte ' 
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(Spits contemptuously j as he gathers hts rohes 
about Jum to go out Antony, seizmg hts 
shoulders i pushes him through the doorway ) 

Antony, 

Your white beard saves you — ^vermin of the street 1 
(Slams the door violently, ^he lights which has 
been struggling against the mndj, goes out tn 
ihe sudden gust ) 

Curse them — ^the curs 1 (Fumbhng tn the dark ) 

Is there no bolt ? No key ? 
(The sound of a great key^ turning in a rusty lock ) 
Mahgnant fnends ! Your JVIaster’s foUowmg ! 

(A woman^s sudden sob ) 
Minam, do not weep ^d break my heart 1 

(Making hts way across the room tn the darkness ) 
Wait — I am commg Here 1 — I touch your hair 
Can you not turn to me and trust my love ? 

These others cast you off Turn now to me 
How I have longed for you 1 And you are here ! 

I cannot leave you now 

Ah, Minam I 

I am ^ hungering 


Miriam’s Voice 

O Master, give me strength I 
® (The Miracle takes place In the darkness the 
alabaster jar on the table grows slowly radiant 
— a rosy light glowing through its trans- 
, lucence In ihe first dim light Miriam is 
seen still kneeling before the table — her pale 
face thrown into relief by the great crimson 
cloak of Antony, wluPbends above her ) 
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Antont. 

What is this sudden fragrance ? — {Startled ) 

This strange hght ? 

{The room ts filled wtih fragrance — delicate, 
intense The light grows stronger till it 
floods the scene with rich, warm colour, 
transfiguring the face of the Magdalene ) 

Miriam ^ 

{tn ecstasy, vnth arms outstretched) 

Rabbom 1 Master I Thou hast come agam I 

{A long silence Antont gases tn dread at the 
glowing jar, the centre of tins strange glory, 
then at the rapt face of Miriam — radiant, 
supernatural. At lastohe turns slowly, and 
with bowed head crosses the room The great 
key sounds again, the wind rushes tn He 
does not turn or look back The door closes. 
Miriam, unheeding — her eyes still fixed on the 
vtston — remains motionless) 


Curtain. 
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I THE QUEEN OF rIJIN 

Allah-ud-din, the Afghan Sultan of Delhi, half- 
sadted” Chitor m ad 1275, soeking possession of 
P^^dInanl, the Princess of Ceylon, whom the Regent 
Bhimsi h^ wedded He returned m 129^) (so Rajput 
annals say — but Mohammedan give a date thirteen 
years later) and wasted it Altogether Chitor has 
endured “ three and a half sacks ” , after the last 
sack, that by Akbar, Udaipur supplanted it as the 
capital of Mewar The uhpression left on Indian"® 
imagmation by the cit^^’s repeated misery is shown 
by a custom which has Imgered to our own day 
“ Akbar estimated his conquest of Chitor by the 
quantity of sacred threads taken from the necks of 
the Rajputs and seventy-four maunds ^ and a half are 
the recorded amount To eternize the memory of 
this dis^ter the numerals 74I are accursed Marked 
on the banker’s letter m Rajasthan it is the strongest 
of seals, for the sm of the slaughter of Chitor is thereby 
mvoktd on all who violate a letter under the safeguard'* 
of this mystenous number ” ^ The sign was used 
m raany^parts of India, besides Rajasthan, to prevent 
letters being opened except by their addressees 

The ruins of Chitor cover a plateau of several miles’ 
extent There is no more movmg site in India , 
none — if we except two or three places famous for 
their rehgious associations — more sacred to Hindus 
or#more appealmg to the few stranger^ who realize 

* A maund is about 80 lb 
^ Tod, Attnals and AntiquitiS^ of Rajasthan 
E 
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that the stucco prettmess of Udaipur ^ is not the only, 
or the grandest, beauty of Rajasthan The jungles 
are filled with the crying ofipeacocks , jny last ghmpse 
of Chitor was of a magnificent bird who spread his 
feathers on the highest pinnacle of the superb battle- 
ments and lifted his throat to the sim, screaming 
exultantly The crumblmg temples are the haunt of 
parrots innumerable, that momently flmg themselves, 
a swift, neyer-faihng succession, against tjie fedges, 
their reckless abandon checked as by a miracle as 
they touch the stone , they clmg shnekmg, then toss 
themselves away agam The defences are hardly 
touched by time, and the Palace of Padmani, after 
“"six centunes, still stands beside its lake — spared, 
tradition says, for Padmam'scsake, when AUah-ud- 
dm entered the city he had desolated because of her 
lovehness But the stranger will pause longest at 
the women’s bathing-place, a gathering of waters 
withm the deep seclusion of mighty walls Here 
through the generations countless women bathed 
for the last time, before they went to their lords 
pyres, m the Mahasatt * above In the three sacks 
of Chitor, the women were all sent into tlie fire before 
cheir menfolk threw themselves on the besiegers , 
once the bummgs were m the open air, but the other 
times It was in the underground d^vems that the 
women died The underground corndor — their daily 
passage-way from palace to pool — into which 
went with Padmam to die, is blocked at both ends, an 
where it emerged to upper air a tangle of snake-infeste 
thorn reinforces the w^l that has been built ^ 

* I refer to the buildings of Udaipur, not to its lovely 
lakes and surrounding hills 

* “ The Great Place 6f Faithfulness ” 
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History records other mstanc^ of wholesale immo- 
lation of Itself by a besieged force — at Masada, for 
example But it was m th» Rajput tradition to plunge 
to utter despair , this nte of almost complete self- 
destruction, the jaiihar^ was practised elsewhere m 
Rajasthan, not only m Chitor Such courage and such 
agony have provided the theme sf poetry and drama 
aad fiction m every part of India But, though India 
IS so clo^ly knit to England, these stores have not 
been taken mto our imagmation , and even to-day, 
m spite of Tod, m spite of Kiphng’s bnlhant 
account of ruined Chitor, ^ for one visitor who goes 
there probably ten go to Udaipur and a thousand 
to Benares ® ® 

Tradition represent the Guardian Goddess of 
Chitor as appearing to the Rana and demandmg the 
hves of t^velve kmgs {tanas) if the race was to 
escape extirpation His nobles refused to beheve 
m so appallmg a doom , but she appeared to the 
full Council and repeated it Eleven of the Rana’s 
twelve^ons in succession assumed sovereignty for three 
days and then penshed m battle, the Rana himself 
dying as the twelfth victim The eldest son was 
saved, and, after the women had gone to the fire, 
broke through the enemy with a few followers 

In The Que^ of Ruttiy as m my previous Rajput 
play, Knshna Kuinan^ I have handled tradition 
very freely And I have made the Regent Bhimsi 
the Rana , tradition, representing the Rana, a young 
man of twenty-five or a httle more, as the father 
of twelve sons of fighting age — ^though that age is 
a low one among the Rajputs — strayecT into mamfest 
absurdity 


* In Letters of H^que 
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characters 


Rana Bhimsi, Rana of Chttor 

Ursi, hts soTij hut not the son of Padmant* 

Samarsi, a nohhy commander of^the Rajput forces* 
Driest of Kali* 

Padmai^, Ram of Chitor* ^ 

The Goddess Kali* 

Kamala, youngest wife of Ursi ; a girl of ten or less* 




* THE QUEEl^J OF RUIN 

Gintor, The great hall of the Rana^s palace^ opemn^ 
through vast granite pUars on to the plateau — at the 
hack of the stage To left arid right doors leading to 
rocvis Agcdnst the nghtdiand piUar a large mtrror of 
steely ingj}tly polished. Lamps hang from the roof. 
It ts close on vndmght. 

The Rana, his eldest son Ursi, and the Priest of 
Kali The Rana is a man of about forty , Ursi, the 
first-born of hu twelve sonSy twenty or twenty-one. 
The Priest comes a skull at^liis waisty and is matted-^ 
haired and almost naked the others are in maily bristling 
with weapons. 


Priest 

Stand from this self that dreams I am her pnest, 
And say she would not come so 

• 

Rana 

Would a dream 

Clashiggly-weaponed through the lamphght stalk ? 
Halt, frown, and question ? Answer me again ? 
Wait fof my silence or assentmg word ? 

Pause with slow turn upon its heel, and glare ? 

Priest 

You should have pressed this cheating spectre home 
With challenge By her sacred name of Mother 
Why did j^ou not assail her ? She ha3 then 
Shrunk from her borrowed semblance, and m fire, 

A demon, vanished * 
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Rana {wearily) 

So she did In firr 
That yet hums in my bfain. 

Priest- 

You should hav e said — - 
Rana 

Peace I Peace \ O wise in face of fate ! ^ 

All that your wit devises now I said 
I taunted her ; I fronted her, and cned . 

** WTien was it heard a hlother slew her sons ? 
A\Tiat Mother ever drained the life she gave ? ” 
those vast eyes no hghtened, none 
Inexorable, she put petition Jby 
As Death puts pra3"ers 

Samarsi 

{He has entered dxvnng the Rana’s last xDOrdSy and 

speaks excitedly^ 

As Death has put our prayer 1 
We must withdraw withm our nearer gates, 

Being too few to hold the outer wall 

^ Rana 

So few, our Mother scorns to dnnk our hyes 

Without the spice of royalty m the bowl 

{To Samarsi) 

Summoned to council of this Thing I saw, 

What comfort bnng you ^ 

Saaiarsi 

‘ This, that doom is here— 

Couched on the hill-side hke a beast of prey. 

And at our gates a Watcher As I came, 



THE QUEEN OF RUIN 51 

There seemed some Fate that proWled without these 
dhall'i 

The doors are deathly with its unseen shadow ; 

Its breath was on me now, a wmd that crept 
Along the corridors 


Rana 

Why, I have seen^her 1 

We have spoken face to face She has drawn ui 
Our foes more closely than a fisher’s mesh, 

And gnps them m her fingers as a knife 
To sht the victim’s throat In the dim night 
I have seen her watchful ejfes m their low fires 
They sleep, she sleeps not , and m the black houi 
She passed our sightless sentnes till she strode 
Clangmgly to my couch of rest, and stood 
WTiere the lamp's fiicker gfared wit&m her eye^^ 
Then spake • Twelve kings must die 

Ursi 

Pnest, thou hast h^i 
Pribst. 

Ay, of a vision t Overwrought, our Lord 
Dreamt between sleep and wakmg 

Rana 

Give 1 she cnc 

Givck I give 1 or to the dust 

Our aty’s glory sinks for evermore 

No name, no rehc from our bjpod shall hve , 

No sons ^ shall keep our ntes from age to agQ 
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♦ Samarsi. 

A death beyond this death ! A gulf I 
Of bitterness unending !*' 

Rana {despairingly) 

^ In this cloud 

No star appears , and we must tread the road. 
Her cnm^n torch flames on ^ ° 

Ursi. 

Would she were here, our Lady Padmam I 

fRIEST 

Her beauty has moved our Guardian Queen to rage 
Pnest of the Goddess whos* tiara is 
Our battlemented aty 


Ursi 

{dreamingly — he ignores the Priest mhk 
seeming to answer him) 

Yes, but she 

Has been herself our aty through these years. 
Her lovehness has been our city’s praise, , 
Its shield her wisdom 

Rana {to the Priest} 

Of your Goddess now 

Our hearts are emptied Well we know her 
’Tis you alone that doubt I 


, Ursi • 

Only we wait to know 

How to our lady seems this doom, Ae , , 

The Goddess brmgs* walking our halls by mg 
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{A sound without^ as of a wind blowing up and 
^ mmning ; the stdlen ring of armour and the 
shfw stamp of giant feet tn the corridors The 
men grow pale ^ and look at each other ) 

Still wilt thou question that my father saw ? 

These halls are haunted yet Will she break m ? 
Listen I * 

^iXhe sounds are nearer ^ the steps more deliberate ) 

Raka 

The Powers that rule the world are hungry ever , 
But this IS famine 1 

Pai^^^iani 

When have they fasted ? 

{This is that Padmant for whom has been wc^ed 
a twenty years' war^ and because of whose 
beauty y a legend which is to bum in the Indian 
imagination for every doom has drawn tU 
^et closely round Chitor Her loveliness is 
shimng^ like that of the lotus which is he^ 
name , her eyes are dark as the pools tn which 
* ^ It growsy her hair is the summer rain-cloud 
that feeds it Twenty years of steering, and of 
Expectation of suffenngy have passed since she 
left her home tn wooded Ceylon, and came to 
be queen of this rock tn the desert They have 
l(ft no mark upon her beauty, no sign but a 
mist on the fire of her deep eyes She is the 
lotus still y but }yy moonbght now and not in 
clear dawning She has entered, unobserved, 
from the inner chambers, and all eyes are 
hers ) ^ 
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, Rana. 

. Never ^ 

Theirs is a hunger that Gtili feeds itself. [ 

^ Queen, let your speech now strike beside my own, 
And tell this Brahmin that our sun has set. 

Ursi 

She is the Moon whose loveliness has drawn ^ 

The night^ about us. Leave thy thoughts, and see 
This sorrow through her eyes 

Priest 

^ I am the priest 

Rana {irtrmrjg impatience) 

Would any father feign a dream that slew 
His sons — such sons as mme ? 

Priest. 

Ask, would she call 

For such a sacrifice as laid us waste ? 

Padmani 

Whzt has she done through all the years bur call 
For slaughter, still for slaughter ^ WTule our veins 
Hold blood to spill, she will be citaiorous 
In my own land the Gods are merciful, 

We pile their altars deep with flowers, no stam 
Of crimson fouls their petals, and the air 
Is sweet that fills our shrmes , our women there 
Pass from a laughmg youth to motherhood 
Still srmhng*i and to age serene and calm, 

Nor ever yield their trembling bodies up 
To the fixers torture. 
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Priest {indignant) 

^ They are not chaste hke ours 1 

They do n^t follow their dfead lords m death ! 

Padmatu 

Your pardon, Brahmin ! Here yo\^ do us honour, 
Great honour — the way your Gods command 
"But we tire happier there j 

{Tumvig to the Rana and holding out her hands ) 

O my dear lord I 

Forgive me if my eyes a moment blurred, 
Remembenng my sweet land of groves and flowers, 
Of bloodless sacrifice and simple death 
In these hon-haunted rocks God made my home. 
And m your hon-heart, ^esodia Chief, 

I would not change, though down my days has sounded 
One note, the hungry throb of funeral drums, 

And though from twenty years of storm I pass 
To the last tempest 1 Gnef has grown a thing 
Native and homely , I am a mid-sea rock 
So many”* waves have lapt that now it heeds 
Fury and calm alike {To the Priest 

^ I know your Gods — 

Pitiless V I have seen this city fall 
Under a^iusery ^at had pacified 
A hatred that was less than mfimte 

Priest 

You wrong our Queen of Rum ! ’Tis her love, 
And not her rancour, that is mfimte 

a ^ 

Pad^iaki 

Brahmin, I speak of deeds no wbrds could wrong 

3 
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Unsatisfied, through twenty years our fate 
Has prowled upon our lives It spnngs at I^st 

u 

. Priest. v 

The Mother would not call for sacrifice 
Such as the Rana dreams ' 

Padmani ^ 

o 

Lay that wcid by ! 

I am a woman, and I know her mind — 

Its love, Its cruelty — a woman's love 

Which sees our city crowmed vnth bummg fame, 

In all Its generations but one form, 

' That form her bndegrobm's ! And to make her own 
The splendour which has Lt her baleful eyes, 

She heeds not that a generation go, 

That women anguish or that children die 
Before her lust of praise our wretchedness 
Is less than nothing — ^ffom this vanity 
Deep m the universe, the vamty 
And cruelty of women have their bemg. o 

Priest {doubtful and scornful) 

In your own land the Gods were merciful * 

Padmani 

Yes For they neighboured one whose spirit shamed 
Their hatred, till they turned towards men a face 
Pitiful as Siddhartha’s * own 

Priest {angry and scandalized) 

^ The Accurst f * 

The jugglmg cheat whose shape Narayan took, 

To lure blind fools'^by sophistries astray ^ 
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Padmani (contemptuously) 

It may be so He won their hearts by love 
This Queen of Dread for whom Chitor laid waste 
Twice m ij score of years will not suffice, 

So that she howls for ncher banquet yet, 

There slakes her famme with the blood of goats 

O 

^ Samaesi 

• ^ ^ 

Yet, Lad}^ when he speaks for her, and tJays 
The Rana dreams a hunger is not hers, 

Him, though her pnest, you heed not 

Padmani 

y For her way 

She has made clear to all^ that all may read. 

Her torches have been blazing homes, her hymns 
Agomes and the screams of dymg men, 

Her flowers of sacrifice the hvmg death 
A girl bears when she first thinks of the pyre. 

Not you, pnest , no, nor any other can say 
A word to overset the thing we know 
Those ar% her pnests, who haunt the chamel-groimd— 
Not you who love us — matted thmgs that use 
Skulls^for their cups, and feast on human blood 1 
Year after year this doom has crept more close , 

Its hot hreath bivms upon our throats at last 

{She pauses^ drawn up to her full hetghty fronUji^ 
the great hall-door — her hands clenchedy he. 
voice trembling She continues) 

As for this Hate that walks m human wa 5 rs, 

Calls Itself God, is God, smce It rules, 

Would I might front It, and with woman’s faith 
Beat woman’s cruelty dovm ! But It walks veiled, 
And drives us huddhng to our bhndfold end. 
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Priest. 

Such thoughts as these have draw her ange^down I 
Thoughts that no bps have dared to speak before I 
She IS the secret Mind in every mind, I 
She knows our thoughts unspoken 

(T//e walls treinhle zoiih clash aiid sound of mailed 
steps oulstde ) 

She hears, sh^^hears I 

These corridors shake to her clangmg trfifad 1 
You have uttered treason to her hstening ears ! 

Padaiani 

Why, if that Demon-Guilt dare burst withm, 

She shall know all ouv ixund ! There is no fear * 
She has no thunder that she has not hurled , 

There is no misery that she has not sent 
Flatter the tigress, Brahmm ? In her teeth 
Fling our defiance, though useless, and then die I 
(The men huddle in terror at her zoordsy and watch 
the entrance) 

Priest (grovelhng on Ins face) « 

Goddess ! Chandi I Mother of the World 1 
Thou shalt have blood 1 have all that thou canst^ dnnfc I 
Not blood of goats alone — horses, and merf, 

Men, men 1 each slave and beast jvithin oyr walls ! 

Padmanj 

Then should we like our Gods be tyrannous, 

Not princely givers like ourselves 1 Nay, rather. 

Scorn this Dark Queen 3 by flmging down the thing , 
She ravens^through the generations for 
What 1 you beheve at last my lord has seen f 
That rumble of Ashar^s 4 tempest is her tread ! 

That moaning wuid her voice I 
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Priest , 

She has read your heart 
Blaspheming, and your hafeful speech has heard 

Padmani. 

Well, she has heard it, then I She that has fed 
On anguish through a hundred tHousand years — 

• Com^>she to gorge on any other meat 

Priest 

With blood of mynad goats and buffaloes 
I have drenched her altars Were it worthless hves, 
As slaves and common fighters, I would pay them,^ 
Nor question make But our own selves is that 
She cannot ask, knowm^ we could not give 1 

Padmani 

Brahmm, zve made this Hunger , now, grown Famine, 
It IS for us it prowls We freely fed it 
With misenes that were tense as ours, with pangs 
That we held cheap, smce other bodies bore them 
Had we but walked the path of harmlessness, 5 
It had not learnt from us that blood is sweet 

Samarsi 

Lady, yom words but more incense our fate 
Yet now I know the Rana’s dream no dream 

Ursi {tolio has been silent — coming forward) 

I am the first of those for whom she calls, 

And hke her wamor will stnde up tocher 
Now shall the drums for the new Rana throb. 
While from this crumblmg realm I lead the way, 

{lie turns to Padmani.) 
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Pnncess, before you came our flinty crags 
Nursed lions only ; with your coming fame ^ 
Flung softer clouds about us, flowers shone out, 
, And lightnings garlanded the singing rain^ 
Though not my mother, mother of my race, 
Lady, Farewell • 

R.VNA 

What talk as this of Rana ? I am Rana. 

Ursi 

Sir, in our reverence you are Rana still — 

Withm these walls still Rana But without 
^T)oom waits for me, a tuctim , and I go. 

Lest, breaking in, it seize jmur nobler life. 

Rana 

I lead our ranks ; Ursi my son will follow 
Padmani 

Lion of the Rajputs, let his judgment be 
The wisdom years and gnef have lodged m‘you 
We hoard till last ; so m our death-spnng shall 
Our foe taste deep of the one woe with us , 

Rana 

Me the Goddess summoned 
Padmani 

And m you 

Her word shall find fulfilment We will pay 
Royally this demand our Gods enforce, 

Givmg our noblest last, that they may see 
We have no more to give, the cup is dry 

'■ (S/ie turns to Uksi ) 
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Yet shall our first be noble, be a gift 
Worthy from us to Goodness Infinite, 

Yet such as Goodness that^was Infimte 
Would tovph and then lay by,^ for mortal use 
My son, that crav’st my blessmg 1 Rather, see 
Me seek forgiveness 1 Yes, from you, my lord — 
You, Brahnun — you, Samarsi 1 I am she 
Who^«bpdy men have praised for bemg fair. 

And made of me a moon of wretchedness, 

Draggmg against your peaceful shores these tides 

Of demon-lust and fury 1 Once agam 

They swell with hissmg fangs and crests of fire , 

My beauty and my misery ^Jraw them back 

3 

Ursi 

We have been happy to have known a glory 
No realm can share from us , a lovelmess 
Has dwelt among us that has maddened men, 

And yet toward us it turned a mother’s face 

Pabmani 

What curse against you triumphed m my birth ^ 
Oh, h<Jd I not been bom 1 

Ursi. 

Then had our years 

Gone darkened by, that have been bnght with yoi 
Samarsi 

Reason enough, Lady, that you were bom ! 

All Hmdusthan has been a lake to glass 
The lotus of your beauty 1 ^ 
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Padmani 

I have been 
A fire of funeral raging ih your peace ! 

‘ A beacon on your hills, that lit your foes 
In arms to slay you 1 I shall live a name 
Accurst for ever 1 

t 

Ursi, 

Blessed, if our sons 

Keep memory of the way their fathers thought > 

O hghtmng m our clou^ of dream 1 This woe 
Is passing, even while we bleed wth it 
It AviU be nothmg w'hile the ages last , 

The flashing glory of odr pnde remams 
Lo, I first vamsh , but the fulf is deep, 

And will take all We are a song, a tale 
Told m the shadows , thus and thus they did, 
But It was long ago, so long that now- 
No man for thrice a thousand years has known 
Where lay their bones 

C 

. Padmani {touchtJig his brows) 

My son ! May thy death fall 
Lightly, unseen, amid the clashing spears ! ‘ 

Ursi 

No other royalty my place demands 

But this our mother’s touch Yet, for due ntes, 

Be my brows m Her Temple marked, and there 
My name accepted, ere our foes m me 
Learn first how m his death the tiger sprmgs ^ 
{The inert go out^ leaving Padmani alone Silence 
Then^ as she sits gazing at the lamps burning 
before the pillar^ sh^ speaks ) 
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Padmani 

The IcAnp is smouldering And the oil sinks 
And we are shadows This our rmsery is 
Gesticulatiy)n leapmg on a wall 

{She ts silent^ ^he lamps^ tnt^ 

stretching darkness beyond the hall She 
speaks again) 

* I am'^'S^Qod who looks abroad and sees ^ 

A mountam clad with forest and with field 
Withm that grove the tiger tears the fawn ; 

Through that wet mansh glides the snake m prey ; 
Yet all but as one sleepmg peace appears, 

Here bnght with sun, there JbeautiM with sh^de 
There is no suffenng, none 1 Ursi has gone , 

He has walked out from life as from a room y 
The darkness waits for him , and for him soon 
There are not even dreams 
Ah, but if I were God, should I not see 
How under all my peace a misery lurked, 

Poisomng the sweetness of my sun-washed au^ ? 

{A * giant tread The lamps shake PaPMANI 
looks upy and between the vast colwnf^ 
the Guardian Goddess of Chitor Jn her 
mighty hand Kali holds a spear^ aiid her 
brows a^e coroneted with towers and battle- 
mentSy the image of the city that worships her 
She ts wearing a garland of sktdlsy a^d her 
zone IS made of the heads and hands of little 
children Padmani springs erect, and co^fi'onts 
her, defiant) 


I am hungrj' I 


Kali 
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Pabmani 

Thou hast slam our city twiiie, 
Yet famished still ! Day*^ followmg day, the p}Te, 
And all day long, has for our bravest butned 
Stand on our battlements, and see them now, 

Our city's flaring tresses * Night has no stars ; 
Chitor has ht her blackness 

(77/ere 7s no gleam of ptiy in those brt^eyes, 
hardly even intelligence Only liungCTj in- 
stinct ablaze and meraless^ looks out ) 


Kali. 


I am hungry! 

Padmani 


Feed ! ^ 

Maw whom our weakness worships, smce it must 1 
Ignoble hunger, shambling in a world 
Sullenly smouldenng m hate of thee ^ 

Hyena-gaited ! Queen of jackal fears ^ 

Feed, feed, smce thou hast no other function ! 
Cram * Goddess 1 Guardian ! Mother of Chitor * 
Hungry 1 (*5//^ laughs in her bitterness ) 

Eight thousand of my km were late 
An oflFenng to thee * 

Kau ^ 


What IS it to me 

If many thousand common fighters bleed ^ 

I must have roj^ blood Twelve kmgs must die 


Padmani 

Be satiate, Monster ! Blood you crave ! ’Tis ypurs, 
Do\ra your gulf of ravin Hung like draff 
We pitch to s\vme, those tramphng mouths we loathe 
Brute Cruelty, you s&all ha,*e me ! Only those 
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Who do not know you dread you, think to move 
Plty^lby cnngmg 1 None the less they die, 

Praismg you with trapped hearts and bitter bps 1 

[Sullenly ) 

I know my fate is fixed You can do nothmg 
More than the misery that is yom will 

^ Kali 

spark of satisfied malice slowly lights up the 
dark features ) 

Art thou the Queen for whom these armies clash ? 
The Lotus of this battle ? 

Padm^i 

I am she 

This Afghan thief to spoil my city came, 

But many vahant spears demed me to him 
So at the last he prayed, 

Might he but once set eyes on Padmam, 

And so , go satisfied Magnammous, 

My lord in his great heart bade him draw near , 
And iti this haU before that steel he stood 
And gazed on its bnght depth till I went by 
Behmd him 

^ [She throws her glorious hair back proudly ) 
^ JFrom my face my ved I flung, 

And the keen metal m his vision threw 
My lovelmess, a meteor, ere it passed 
That ghmpse through ti^enty years has burned his 
heart, 

Whde over Hmdusthan he ranged, and fought 
AH kmgship to his service . save our own 
Now mth all India gathered to his aid 
With arms mvmcible he bends his life 
To set withm his crest) that star once seen 
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ICali 

Thou wast that loveliest face ^ 

Padmani 

I was. I W. 

lOvLi (exnlit7ig) 

How will that beauty in the funeral-flame ^ 
Tarnish, when smoke shall burst m clouds thy^^y 1 

Padmani. 

Since we serve Gods pitiless, Powers that kill 
But cannot save * 

" Kki 

This city'^thee, not Me, 

Has worshipped I In the name of Padmam 
Exulted — not in Me, its Bsttle-Queen } 

{She clashes her spear tembly m the ground, and 
her voice szoells to a roar) 

I am the Tempest that their folly forgot, 

Turning to watch the beauty of a day ^ 

So I crush down the flower, I crumple it 

Padmani {pleading) < ‘ 

'Had you a mmd, as you have given us mmd,^ 

{She pauses She wonders in her anguish, half 
wonderSy to what she ts speaking To this 
Brute Malice ? No ! ^ ^ But she continues ) 
You would be hurt with sorrow, seemg our hves 
We have fanning wmds, and sunlight making warm 
Delicious languor in our limbs , the cold ^ 

Of winter’s first slant rays on the red sal 
Strikes glonously, a stimng after sleep, 

And our delighted bodies fe<d its breath ^ 
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We have swift spints — eyes which beauty makes 
Full all dancing ecstasies , our joy 
Grows clamorous towards a spung when it shal’ 
blossom 

We are fulfilled of happiness, in love 
Of parents, brothers, sisters, husband, sons 
But anguish ever hes m wait for ^s 
Discdt?!^ and the slow impotence of age ; 

And separation, falling early and late 
I have borne children for the burmng-place, 

And decked my livmg daughter for the pyre 
There is no moment I have said, “ I stand 1 
My happmess is poised above despair 1 ” 

Is’t not enough that we must suffer thus, 
Sword-pierced at first ot^last ? Why have you rnade 
One race your prey ? You have revelled m our blood, 
Eternal Tigress 1 Battle and flame have been 
Thy grace to us I Are these a Mother’s love ? 
Plague, not Mother of the Sesodia race 1 

• Kali 

{Her voice sotmds strangely alien, as though it 
were almost something not herself, trying to 

• explain herself The words fall slowly, 
pansingly, as from a depth beyond hefself) 

This malice that I am is not Myself, 

In all the universe, were man not here, 

There is not that unbounded hate and himger 
I feel within Myself I am man’s hate 
He has bmlt up this evil m the world 
And^ poured this poison mto Nature’s vems 
The Powers that rule you are not good — not bM 
They portion bliss and woe mdifferently 
Each as his lot may fall^receiv^ the same 
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(Her sentences fall monotonously^ as though given 
to her) ^ 

Though we strike do\vn, there is no hate. But man, 
Vlan with his cruelty and evil deeds, 
ias made us evil. Age to age has rolled ^ 

This tide of passionate wrong that now must burst 
^or every evil dee^ must walk the world, 

Till misery^ glut it to forgetfulness. 

I am Sm’s Sword, 

I am Time 7 
I am Man. 


Padmani 

I'welve kings must die ? 

Kali. 

For madness like a wave 
Has ranged a tliousand leagues of swellmg sea 
It has grown dark and strong with wmgs of cloud , 
You are the shore that it must burst upon t. 

(In the distance the roll and throb of the vast 
kettlednons,^ proclaiming that Rana Ursi is 
going out from the citadel ) “ 

This rancour that must send to endless battle 
The sons you love — lacking an ahen^foe, 

To faction ^mong yourselves — the pnde which wills 
Torture and death must prove what constancy 
Your women bear such lords, mere boys whose life 
Is endless quarrel — ^these have grown so great 
You shall have what you crave, be stuffed and cranked 
With glory, till the w^orld shall sicken with it 1 
Had you been forest-folk, who loved the dawn 
And evenmg’s quiet Vays, ^and pasturing peace, 



69 


THE QUEEN OF RUIN 

• 

Unboastmg of the happiness you knew, 

Thei:^ women that were fair as Padmani 
And men more worthy tf/an your warriors here, 
Unharmed you might have hved and died But now 
Twelve hmgs must die — ^kmgs, that their dying drag 
Contendmg mynads down — ^kmgs, that their death 
Be nch with many women’s agoify. 


Padmani 

Is there no cximer of this God-cursed world 
Where hatred does not reign ? Is there no Power, 
Not God, not man, more ijierciful than these, 

And nobler, who has pity on all that breathes ? 
With whom a mother might speak face to face 
And utter all her heart of yeammg love, 

And not be shamed by brute, unanswenng eyes ? 
Speak, Puppet 1 Thou shalt tell me 1 I will wnng 
Some message from the Mmd that sent thee forth 
To thy permitted mischief I I am heard 
By Tlmt to which thou art but a mouth and hands 1 


• % ICali 

I know not. I am but the Will that strikes, 

• • 

Padmani 

There is a Will beyond thee ? God ? 

{JiVtih reoidston) 

^ % Not God I 

I will not call that God which has no power, 

Which cannot save from pam the world it made ! 
But IS there !Love ? Lc#.'’e — thbugh weak, still Lfove ? 
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IC\Li (/icr tcords stumhhng and ashamed) 

It ma)' be that some day that God rule. ‘ 

Padmani 

Dwells he where any pra) cr can reach ? 

lEu.r 

> I kn(nv not 

I am but Hunger. I have dogged thy vaj’s 
Thy loveliness is fuel I feed this fire 
With lilies 

{Her voice is a menace ogam, her features dully 
malignant ) « 

I am Time’s gardener, and I bum 
This age like weeds, and in tlie furnace toss 
Mother and child alike, and fat the smoke 
With women’s beauty In these moments here 
I have snuffed royal blood 1 Now m my' throat 
It nses I I shall dnnk deep ! 

My kings come toward Me 1 

{With clash and thudding tread she is gone dl^ailing 
without Kamala, the youngest sufe of Rana 
Ursi, enters — a girl beside herself with terror 
and wretchedness) 

Padmani 

My son ? 

Kamala. 

Is dead They light our pyre at dawn 
Mother ! t {She flings herself dozen, weeping ) 

Padmani 

Thou feaf’ st it, child ? 
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Kamala 

^ Mother, my heart 

Is filled \vith shnekmg ^Mother, I am a child 

) Padmani 

{Her face ts hardy but not toi^ards Kamala 
She ts not thinking of Kamala ) 

Not Childhood saves our race from agony 
We have sent babes mto the funeral-fire 
Thou wast m his house 

His chattels swell his death-pomp No true wife 
Lives when her lord is dead She is a corpse 
Waitmg the touch of the cstnsummg flame 

) 

Ejuviala 

I shall not face it 1 I shall die with fear 
PaLmani 

Do, if thou canst There is no death so hard 
We can feel fear, but may not die with it 
There was a testmg-time ere man was made — 

For woman yet another I Our substance first 
Was. proven capable of wrongs so great 
That any other beast would die with them 
But this endured Then we were sent to hve. 

Kamala 

Give poison, Mother ! 

{She heSy vmerahley at Padmani’s feet Padmani 
bends to raise her That tenderness which 
has made hery the child of a gentlery hinder 
raccy a mother to these barbarian clanSy takes 
possession of her^) 
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Padmaki. 

Child, thou shak not die ! 
I 'uill ha\ e pit}’, though t^ie Gods ha% e none. ' 
Stay tnth me here 

Kamala {raising her head in terror^ io listen) 

They come * to drag me hence I 

^ PAD^,IA^^. 

Listen ! Each one of all of us must die 
This is the fire that ends the age ; its flames 
Roar hither — ^hear them ! through these crumbling 
days 

They ravage and roar for prey ! 

{She Usiats to the drutrming and keen of flutes 
From the recesses of the palace comes a tcailmg 
of tcomen The death-sorrosc for Rana Ursi 
has begun) 

Hor\l I howl ! and sweep dekverance to this cagel 
By agony from agony set us free ! 

{To Kamala) 

A week . - a month . . . and death will reach us all 
Then after we are dead our lords will die 
\^Tien all of us shall walk to that last fire 
WTIl } ou not walk with me ? 

Kamala 

hlother, I will. 

And you will cast around my wretchedness 
Your love that saves us all So fear will die. 

(Samarsi enters) 

SAAtARSI 

Lady, the first of our doomed lords has gone 
Unto the mansions of the Bun our sire 9 
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Padmani 

How ^ed my son ? 

O 

Samarsi 

^ j His carpet was the slam — 

A prmce his pillow ; so he laid him down, 

Weary, the reaper of the field of cfeath. 

The rest of us but gleaned behmd his steps 
How further speak of him who left no foe 
To dread or praise him ? 

Padmani 
So • • my blessmg found hm 
And It was mommg with^him when night came 

Samarsi 

Even as the drums died down, that told our foe 
That Rana Ursi came without our walls, 

He burst their nets, and through the gates of death 
Cleft hiSjWide way His shout of victory 
Down the dark lane wherethrough, a storm, he swept, 
Echomg, and echomg, and echomg, goes yet 
His body where we may not reach it hes, 

But with the mommg rays his women go 
To serves him m the shuung House of Light 
All honour that is meet we pay to him, 

To Mewar’s martyr-chief 

{He catches sight of Kamala, and addresses her 
sternly ) 

What dost thou here ? 
Thy place is with the women who prepare 
To do their latest worship to their lord 
Begone 1 {He points mthm the palace ) 
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Padman'i 

I have thrust this doom &om her ; and I 
Am Padmani. * 


Samarsi. 

This woman 

Padmaki (softly) 

Yes? This'' child 

As my handmaiden waits till I shall die 

Dishonouring him ! A Rajput wife unchaste ^ 

^Now for the fire theyndeck theinselres> and smear 
Their brows with the redohue of faithfulness 

{ The GIRL cozeers hke a beaten hound ; but PAn:\U5l 
steps szetfily in front of her) 

Padmani 

I have said, she goes not now. I shall die soon ; 
And when amid the spiring flames I wait, 

This child shall sit by me 

(She groxes rapiy and the deatlhznston unfolds in 
her maid and in her zcords ) ^ 

The day draws on, 

T\TieD, where the waters gather, ere they f^U 
In swift leap toward the plain and, dazzling white, 
Shear the green chflF as with a silver knife, 

We shall together come, a silent band — 

No more with laughing speech and plashing lunfas 
tn the cool, ^smgmg brook that laps us round, 

But solemn in that ecstasy of dying, * 

To cleanse and deck our bodies for the fire* 

Then, where the fiimace^ of dehverance bums 
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Deep-glowing in the dens that vault Chitor, 

We shall descend — ^the mother wth her babe, 

Youth and the shaking steps of hapless age 
Our lords, in saffron robes for the last strife, 

S|iall stand without and shut the doors of hght 
Upon the bndes of the devourmg cave, 

And from the memory and the th'^ught shall tufn 
Like t?mpest on the foe That hour shall sweep 
AH knowledge of our pam from minds of men ! 

Our love, our happiness, our misery 
Into the noontide of one day shall fade. 

Like mist mto the sun And we shall be 
A legend — glory — ^boastmg to our sons — 

We that had bodies qmck with mad dehght 
Or stabbed with agony-^hnd no man know 
Our thought for evermore 

{She ts silent Then she lifts her amts in supplica- 
tion to the Sun^ the Light-Bnnger and the 
Father of the Race of Chitor , and she prays 
to him hidden in the darkness beyond the granite 
^piUarSy where the Earth spins in the mists of 
nighty turning and turning till it finds his face ) 
O Day, be swift 1 

Day shall brmg me death, thy longed-for gift ! 
O Day desired, O prayed-for, mghtly-implored, 
With t«ars and Speechless misenes adored, 

Rim up to me impatient for the gleam 
Of thy white chariot ! As a thought, a dream, 
Shde through these minutes 1 Let me lay this dress 
Aside, of thought and bitter consciousness ! 

Come, Day 1 Dehverer 1 Blessed Noon, when I 
Dust* amid dust, ashes in blackness, he 1 


Cuhtain. 
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'the clouded mirror 

The Queen’s garden In the centre a circular platform 
\>f masonx^y rising about eighteen inches above the ground 
On it mats and cushions , and a loRo table with frtats 
and ^eetmeats 

Behind the platform the bushes and trees of^^he garden 
In the front rank dwarf bushes of bela {Arabian jasmine) y 
sprinkled with a few early blossoms , above them 
luxuriant rose-bushes in heavy bloomy overhung by the 
creamy-yellow flowers of frangipani and the polished green 
and scarlet of pomegranate tinckets Still higher y and 
beyond thescy feathery mta-trees , and pal3s, lifting a 
hedge of crowded bnck-red blossoms These last are 
ranged along the low stone wall thaty barely seen through 
gaps in the garden bushes y separates the garden from the 
high road leading into Vtshnupur Through the gaps 
are caught glimpses of a spreading landscape — barey 
terraced ncefleldsy stretching toward the afterglow of 
sunset* 

To the right y over a low parapet that crowns the 
gardpi terracey a view unobstructed by trees or bushes — 
a greal lakcy with a high embankment on its farther sidey 
on wlj^ch are Igfiy simuls, glorious with huge scarlet 
flowers On the nearer side of the lake rise several 
templesy in groves of heavyy spreading treeSy mangoes 
and banyans 

A high wall slants diagonally across the left of the 
stage. In it are two doorways — the farther one a wide 
archzoay whtchy when opeuy shows the palace couriyardy 
flanked by irregular rambling buildings ; the nearer one 
a small gatCy leading dir^tly uito the private apart- 
ments of the Queen 
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The Queen ts reclining against cushions Subhasini 
enters, bearing a tray of perfumes, which she sets doxbn. 

Queen 

Why do you poison evening with these scants ? 
Take them away c 

^ Subhasini ’ 

The ICmg has sent you them , 
Brought from your native Rajasthan — so rare, 

Only the Kong could give so nch a gift. 

t- Queen 

Subha, they pam my heart anth memones 
Why should he send them now ? They shall not stay 
{Rising, she steps dozen from the platform Going 
to the right, but not up to the parapet, she 
looks out over the landscape Subha puts the 
tray on one side) 

We ^ave nobler essences — the gracious clouds 
Falling all day from the white-towered sal 
Phalgun now walks our woods m festival. 

And m this mid-poise of the spnng-tide meet 
All fragrances , late-flowenng mango blends 
With sins and the breath of wakening neem 

Subhasini 

Will you not go withm ? The west grows white 


‘ Queen. 

No , let me stand and watch the forest-milcs 
Ablaze \vith crowdmg palas^ and the glow 
Of scarlet simul thrusting into heaven 
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. SUBHASINI. 

The ’King beseeches you, to go within; 

The damp mists from our lakes are poisonous 

• . Queen 

I vail not go within , there my hram bums 
I shall go mad, go mad, withm those walls 
Here I can walk , and dream of Rajasthan — 

We had an island-garden there, aflame 

With red hibiscus and pomegranate-brakes 

Near to my home the Great God ^ had a shnne ; 

There oleanders cleft a crimson way 

To the hill’s fiery crest, where, sprmg by spnngj^ 

A thousand flowared, so massed, so close, 

It^seemed the^skies burned with the Great God’s 
commg. 

And I remember how, a child, I thought 
That I should surely see him walking there 

{To herself) 

That was before I came to be a Queen 

(5 great notse ts lieard^ of drwns and flutes , and^ 
above the instruments y the voices of icomeny 
, uttering their auspiaous cry of Ulu, ulu The 
Queen steps forward to a gap in the rose- 
^ hushes^ 

But look — ^what pageant moves ? Some weddmg- 
throng 

With ones auspiaous — iduy ulu — hear * 

Listen I 

SUBHA 

That IS no weddmg-throng 


Queen*# 


What is It ? 



84 


THE CLOUDED MIRROR 

SuBHA 

Raja - Debsingh to-day of fever died. 

It IS his vidow in process*ion goes, 

To bum TOth hiiD. 

{The procession is passing the garden noip, and in 
the noise aan be distinguished shouts of'' Blessed 
Sati 1 ”) 3 

Qdeex. 

A faithful wife But tell me. 
Are there no faithful husbands ? Is there one 
Would lose a httle finger for his wife ? 

i f- 

SUBH^. 

Our Scriptures nowhere issue such commands 

Queex. 

No ; they were written by men 

{A maid-serzant enters ) 

* 

Servant. 

^Madam, the King 

Grieves that you linger in these treacherous airs. 

He begs you go within, nor tempt them more. 

Queen. 

Say to my lord, my home at Udaipur 

Was nnged with vaster lak^, and more than these. 

I thank him for his care , but here, without, 

I take no harm.‘ Assure his fears B^one. ^ i ^ 
(As the SERVANT goes the Queen’s attenizon ts 
attracted by pie sound of zotces. She looks 
Uncords the courtyard') 
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Wkat splendoiir in the courtyard halts ? And whose 
Thatogdded paltoqmn ? 

0 

SUBHA 

1 do not know. 

Queen 

Go , bid the lady, whosoe’er she be 

That peacocks in my sight, come to me straight 

SUBH^i 

Madam 

A 

Queen 

I have said Be swift 


SUBHA 


If she refuse- — 


Queen 

Refuse ? Am I the Queen m Vishnupur ? 

(SuBHA go^ to the coxcrtyard tn haste, while the 
Queen continues to gaze xntently There ts 
the sound of a momentary altercation, then a 
peal of laughter Subha returns, and behind 
her IS a Moslem woman, heaotly veiled and 
siiU more heavily hung wvth anklets and 
bangles, that clatter as she walks She ts not so 
tall as the Queen> but younger, and she moves 
in a lively and ^vactons manjier) 
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SUBHA. 


She comes 


Qulen 
A Musalmam ! 


SvBHA ^(sItruggt7tg Iier shoulders) 

So it seems. 


Queen 

A Musalmam ! Ask her if she knows 
This IS the palace ! 

SuBHA {deprecating the question) 

Madam, be sure she knows 

Queen 

How 1 Do the women of our officers 

Seek out their masters thus, and go unwhipped ? 

Summon the captam of my guard. 

SuBHA. 

•Twere best. 

Madam, that you should speak with her 


Queen o o 

You know her i 

SUBHA {defensively). 

All Vishnupur knows well 

Queen 

J do not know 

Mistress, I’ll have that veil down 



THE CLOUDED MiRROK 


87 


The Musalmani 
{throiqing her veil back d^antly) 

o Willingly 

{She ts seen to he a woman of about twenty. With a 
mass of coal-black hatr and dark, full-blooded, 
^glowing features She stares at the Qifeen 
insolently ) 

QtTEEN. 

Your master, whosoe’er he be, has eyes 

That kuow to judge Your beauty lacks no crown 

But modesty. 

The Musalmani (with mocking humility) 

That crown the Queen has kept, 

A gem too precious for her slave to wear. 

Queen 

You are impudent You think your master great 1 
So great, his creature dares to taunt a Queen 1 

Yet yqu may be mistaken Think agam 

Is he so great as that ? 

The Musalmani (bowing) 

The Queen should know 

Queen 

I know I Agam I Who are you ? 

The Musalmani 

^ Can it be 

The great Queen, last of all her realm, must ask ? 
Men call me Tara Bibi 
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Queen 

And you dare 

Stand face to face with mci 

The Musalmani. 

You called me, here 

I did not come fhr you 

Queen. 

You sought him here 1 

You 1 who have drawn him mghtly from my bed ! 
You ! you ! to seek him at my doors 1 

(She turns to Subha ) 
*■ ‘ Quick, girl 1 

Summon the captam of my^ guard I Make haste ! 

The Musalmani 

(mocking her imperious tones and manner) 
Summon him 1 Swiftly 1 

(SuBHA goes out. The Musalmani turns to the 
Queen) 

May your servant know 
Your busmess with this man ? 

V 

V 

Queen 

Yes, you shall (Jcnow. 

This — ^that he send you lashed and bleeding hence 
The Musalmani 

So, for my beauty, which has dimmed your star, 

You thus revenge your impotence of hate ! 

Men will smg ballads 5 of our Rajput Queen , 

Will m our streets tell of a Kmg whose love 
Forsook^the wamng beauty'^at his side, 
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Following to worship of a face seen once, 

One a sea of -myriad upturned faces, ^ 

And sought until he found his rapture there. 

Then, for the Rajput hate that rose m her. 

The Queen called m the ruflBans of her guard 
And maiijied the dehcate form that mocked her own 
So, when your pious mobs with songs obscene 
Laud’^eir lewd idols, flinging m our streets 
Their swirl of foul, red waters,^ one will shout 
“ Madhab, The Wronged Wtje^s Vengeance ” — look 1 
with leer 

Up steps your ballad-amger, while the crowd 
Clap time and sway With laughter 1 

(SuBHA returns, with the Captain of the Guard^ 


Captain of the Guard 


You sent for me 


Madam, I come. 


Queen 

I did not Get you gone 

Captain of the Guard 
Madam, ^ your maid said 

j Queen 

Subha IS a fool 

I did not send for you Leave us alone , 

And, Subha, go until I call you back. 

(Subha and the Captain of the Guard go out ) 
Mistress, we will have further speech/ 

The Musalmani 

^ That scourge ? 


h 
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Queen (angrily) 


Can wait. 


The Musalmani 

The Queen does well Her lord woxild think 
A bleeding body ill became his bed. 


^ Queen. 

Answer ; and you shall go unstncken hence 


The Musalmani. 
And if I will not answer ? 


Queen. 

Woman, tell me, 
How dared you m his palace seek the Kmg ? 


The Musalmani 

They whom the Kmg commands dare anything 
His word IS shield i 


Queen. 

The Kmg commanded^you ? 

The Musalmani * ® 

As he commands us all. He sent for me 
Come, sister, you and I must needs be friends 

(She laughs 

The last of all your realm to know 1 To-morrow 
My carpenters^'and masons will be here, ^ 
And they shall biuld my house as I direct 
You shall advise me lay my gardens out, 

Sister , I am not used to ‘being a Queen 
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Queen 

Say that you jestM The King has called you here, 

A Musalmam ! * 

The Musalmani 

, Keep your pnvate shrme 

My mosque shall not affront it , ?t shall be 
Whete you desire. 

Queen 

Your mosque shall be m Hell I 
{Then her voice becomes pleading ) 
Tell me, when did I wrong you ? Had you borne 
Daughters and sons, you would be pitiful o 

Your beauty would have jvaned, though proud as mine, 
I tell you, men made ballads of it once, 

When I was young, before I was a Queen 

The Musalmani {softened). 

You have proud beauty still 

• Queen 

No, proud no more 1 

My eyes have wept and watched the years go by, 
SorroiVmg m this land my spint loathes 
Your own worj^s called it wamng 

The Musalmani. 

I was scorned, 

And answered you in rage But all remember 
Our Rajput bnde who came as the fuU moon 
Of autumn nsmg m our cloud-soft 'skies 
Still, when you move, your commg brmgs a stir 
Whereby all eyes awaken, draivn to gaze , 

You have majesty , and all men know you Queen 
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Queen. 

you not leave this kingdom ? You shall have 
More than your dreams c5n ask, of gold, of gems — 
My richest dresses, trinkets, perfumes, all — 

So you but go. Go ! 

t. 

b^HE MusAIJVUNI. 

. Sister, be content. 

Your day was bnght ; nor is it setting yet 
Leave me my hour ; my beauty is not yours, 

That grows to comehness and gentler grace 
Mme flames, intoxicatmg all who see, 

SteveUmg in the breath of some fierce wind 
That feeds and slays in one. This year I ask ! 

Next year you will be Queen in ^hshnupur. 

Queen. 

Listen That ballad shall be written yet — 

The Wronged Wife’s Vengeance — m my Rajasthan 
We wnte with flames and blood 

The Mxjsalmani {smiling). 

After my hour * 

Then, if you will to strike ! This hour is mmS 1 

Queen * ^ 

No * Though I sear my soul to snatch it from you 1 
Go home — ^now, whale my heart is patient, go ! 

I will send after you all that you ask. 

More than the Kin g will give you Only go. 

€ 

The Musalmani (contemptuously)- 
Madam, we waste the evenmg, and the King 
Will come to seek me. 
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Queen {losing aU control) 

Harlot 1 Outcast thief ! 

• 

The Musalmani {contentedly) 

Hard words I But, like the scourge you promised late, 
Not frighting me o 

Queen, 

You will not help me, then ? 
The Musalmani 

You waste your breath. Madam, now bid me go 
I take my leave May you be fortunate ! 

QbEEN. 

May I have power to bear this bitterness 
And break your heart with gnef , as you break mine I 
(The Musalmani goes back to the courtyard with 
great Jingling of anklets and bangles The 
Queen throws herself on the cushions y and sits 
staring before her^ with her hands round her 
knees The King enters from the l^t , he 
ts a man of about thirty-five, sleek and 
unshapely With uneasy gallantry he comes 
up to the Queen, who takes no notice of him ) 

o 

King. 

Here, ’mid her circling roses, like the Moon 
*Mid gazing stars, the Rose of Women shmes I 
The surging tides of Sprmg are plucked one way 1 
Elsewhere the roses hardly bloom, bht here 
Wave after wave wells up and bursts m foam 
They look with dazzled, yiynad eyes , they sway, 
Faint with mtoxication of your\)eauty 
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Ambushed behmd your jasmmes, whence he picks 
A milhon flowery darts, 7 the Love-God lurks ; ® 

And this poor slave, your ‘'captive, as I came, 

He wounded to the death. 

{He makes to embrace the Qdeen. She rises, andt 
draws batik) “ 


Touch me not 


Queen •’ 

I am hot, and faint 


King. 

In my arms that heat allay. 
Cpme, I wdl lead you m ; these evenmg aus, 
Moist from our stretching meres, that daily shrink, 
Grovra quags beneath the sun’s mcreasmg rays. 
Creep through your veins, and fe\er your hot brow 


Queen. 

I feel no damps ; rather, a swoomng heat, 

Beatmg like fiery arrows on my bram 

< 

King. 

Your flushed face speaks of fever’s clutching hands. 
I sent you unguents nch and perfumes rare ,« 

I sent you messengers to bid you m ; 

Did they not come ? ‘ 

Queen. 

They came 

King. 

*■ ]\'Iy heart I my Ipvc 1 

See how my tenderness is struck with fear ! 

Gneved for your patog lopks, I sent jou these, 

{He touches the tray of scents ) 

• " . 1 
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Perfumes of price , I sought astrologers. 

Thejs have read your stairs afresh, and they declare 
This month antagonistic tP your life 
I greatly fear these mists , you do not know 
How poison- charged from their moist lairs they 
creep 

Love brought me here ; my dread^ lest sickness prey 
Upoh this dehcate body, my dehght, 

The golden temple where my dreams resort 
Moon of my life, should clouds your beauty echpse, 
How should I hve ? 

{He makes to embrace hety bat she springs from him ) 
Queen 

Vfhy, in extreme of bliss, 
Lymg m your Musalmam creature’s hair 1 
Put down those hands 1 They stam like lepers’ flesh ! 
You send me flowers and perfumes , after months 
Through which your love lay slumbenng, now it 
wakes ' 

Sudd^y to this courtier-care for me 1 
Evemng by evening, ’mid my flowers I walk , 

Only to-day, it seems, the l^es send up 
MistSj^that to frames like mine are dangerous, 

And dangerous most when there come stealmg by 
Harlots whom'*I may see from here, perchance 1 
Mists 1 at my father’s home, at Udaipur, 

There were no lakes I ^ and Phalgun 9 came not there, 
With warm wmds wandenng o’er the nppled wave 1 
{S^ie pauses ) 

* {Fitnously ) 

Ncfr to those snow-proud, sacred palaces 
Came harlots from the Musalman 1 Those halls 
Stand unpolluted ! 
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King {thunder stnich). 

Harlots ! 

t 

Queen. 

Oh, she has come 

Before you looked for her ! You said, by dark ; 

{The fetNG’s chagrin shows that this « so 
But she, on fire to grasp at once and all, 

Came, like the Queen she boasts she has become. 
With sunset ghmmenng on her pamted greed 
Yes, she has come I "Why do you huger here ? 

^ King. 

I have other women share njy bed — one more. 
What matter to the Queen of Vishnupur ? 

Had not your father wives besides his Queen ? 

Queen 

He kept his Hmdu faith and hneage pure 
On his high pyre a score of women burned, 
Lovmg and loyal to their Hindu lord 

King 

Delhi has Hmdu wives , yes, pnncesses 
Of Rajput blood And I am Delhi here. 

And if I choose to give an ahen place 
Among my Hmdu wives 

Queen 

- You dare to me, ^ 
A prmcess of the House of Mewar, speak 
Of Delhi ! Never from my fathers’ halls 
Went bnde, to sully oUr proud blood with shame *° 
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King. 

You? fathers’ hduse 

Queen 

Dare not to speak their name, 
YoUy claimmg Rajput blood and ^jput Ime, 

So that my father mated with a crane 
A Rajput swan ! Great words your letters then 
Uttered, of Hmdu faith and Hmdu pnde 1 
Here you would build against the Musalman 
A league, to jom with his, and break the power 
Of Delhi, setting free our Gods agam ! 

I came, a girl, thinkmg to find with you 
The image of my father’s glorious rule, 

A little Mewar here, a liedge of spears 
Fronting our savage foes, whose barbarous rage 
Tumbled our towers and shattered the Gods we 
serve 

This score of years you have wrought no kmgly deed, 
Have succoured no distressed, have crushed no foes 
Save some poor forest-folk, whose huts you burned, 
With vast pomp ndmg back to Vishnupur, 

While garlands ramed upon you and the walls 
Shodkoto your trumpets 1 ’Twas Sikander came. 
From conquest^ of a second India home I 
No v?ars save wars on women have you waged 

ELing 

There came no cause 


Queen ** 

No cause ^ A King had found 
Abundant cause, while Iijdia bleeding lay 
Under the tramphng fury that'Tias ranged 
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My own dear land with tiger-feet of hate ! 

Your ahen lords, that rule for Delhi here,i3 
Claimed tribute — did a King’s voice answer them ? 
No , the ambassadors — ^with tribute paid — 

Upon their honoured WTiy were sped with flowers 
When first I came, I quelled my breakmg hjart — 
** This is your lord,” I said, “ to whom you owe 
Such worship as by him to God is given ” ^ 

I tned to find you great, as those are great 
From whom I came, where men are men indeed 
I tned to find you brave — oh, you are vile ^ 

Viler than words can speak ! Do I not know ? 
Sleek body, oiled and garlanded I Dull bram, 
Dreaming of food and lust, of lust and food ! 

You have no other thought^, no other hopes ! 

And I must worship this ! Must call this lord 1 
Go to your Moslem bnde 1 Yet hear me first 
Daily you took your pleasure at her house, 

Nightly you took your pastime at her side, 

And I, a Rajput princess, crushing down 
My heart’s fierce, chokmg sorrow, spake no wprd 
To-day you bring her through your palace-gate ; 
She comes with palanqum and ordered pomp ; 

She shall go out afoot and to her grave * 

King. 

Come, you must beat this foohsh anger down 1 
Your case and mme are other. I am King. 

The woman must be faithful to her lord ; 

His name she worships — never, not m dreams, 
Shapmg the thought of kay other God 
But I love where I will, and whence I will 
Call to my bed. Come, you have borne no wrong, 
You are stall Queen, ‘■although another share 
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[He u encouraged by her silence and becomes gallant 
o again ) ’ 

This passion well becomea your loveliness 
Gneve not , I shall grow weary m time, and back 
To you, my heart’s true queen, return. 

Queen {quivering vnth amazement) 

Return 1 


King. 

Assuredly Take heart , your bitter words 
< can forgive 


Queen 

Forgive I That you should think 
Aught you Can say or do lives m that world 
Where my thoughts move ! Fool 1 You have seen 
Death’s eyes 

And offer him forgiveness ! Go ! 

{He shrinks before her gaze^ then shambles away 
As he goeSy he turns and speaks in weak rage ) 

King. 

o I 'VlU, 

To Ay new Queen 1 And, though you pray and pray, 
You shall not be my Queen agam , my people 
Shall hear your shame announced And I \viU tell 
them 

It has been found your children are not mme 
^ {The Queen watches hiviy erect till he has gone 
out , then she sinks down, covering her face 
with her hand^ Through the courtyard 
gate enter two men, Rmshnacharan Bhatta- 
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CHARTA, thepnest, and RadhagobKnDA Skgh, 
commander of the Vtshnupttr army *Thcy 
watt in the background for some sign of recog- 
nition Seeing the Qoeen does not notice 
them, the Brahimin comes fortcard) , 

Krishnacharan Qtis tones are almost a corm) 

The Queen is Aveary. In this month of flowers 
Often the bod}' droops in the warm airs, 

The brain with pleasure lulls Our Mother sleeps. 

Queen {rousing herself and springing up) 

No Dreaming in these pleasant jasminc-bowers, 

I did not hear you come *My eyes are dazed , 

{She hastily brushes away tears.) 
The light has gone I saw and heard }0U not 
My service to }0U, sirdar, imto you 
My homage, Brahmin. 


Krishnacharan 

Truly, one might here 

Forget there is a world where crawling fires ^ . 
Of pam feed on the minds and hearts of men. 
Your roses yearly wax more bright, more full ^ 
Thickets of stars, your jasmines fleck the dusk 
This proud hibiscus 


Queen 

* Brahmin, pardon me ^ 

You did not come to praise a woman’s flowers 
You seek the King, who went from me but now 
He IS wathin 
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Khishnacharan 

(v)o his comp&mon, mth a flattering smile for 
the Qoeen.) 

Our Motlier tmderstands 
Madam, we did not come to seek the Kmg 

Radhagobinda [fiercely) 

No, nor to prate of roses Are there ears 
Behmd these bushes ? 


Queen 

None 


KRISHlfACHARAN 

The Kmg? 


Queen. 


Has gone 


Rrishnacharan [to Radhagobinda) 

Then — shall I speak ? [His compamon nods ) 

Lady, men saw a snake 
Steal ^ this evenmg to our Master’s rooms 


Queen 

The Musalmam harlot 1 Sirs, you see 
You need not speak m parables 

Ejushnacharan 

She knows 1 

Our Mother knows Lady^ our hearts are wrung, 
To see our Mother wronged “ 
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Queen 

He IS my lord.® 

A Wife no question make^ of right or wrong , 

If my lord wills, his will is God to me 
Until his love return, my love must wait ; 

Nor even think, Lord does zorong tn this. 

Krishnacharan {looking towards his companion). 

A faithful wife ! Said I not even so — 

The Queen would show herself most meek and loyal ? 
You have said well And, were it pnvate lust 
Enticed our lord abroad to secret shame, 

You were not wronged , no, neither were you 
wronged ® 

If m this palace where he takes his ease 
A thousand Hmdu women served our lord 
But underneath this roof is brought to-mght 
A Moslem woman 

{He pauses and watches her face She ts very 
erect and defiant^ but as she speaks her voice 
ts choked and trembling ) 

Queen. 

Well? 

'' Krishnacharan 

\ His word has gone 

That hh will make her Queen m Vishnupur. 

He jested) yesterday with his buflfoons, ,, 

“ I cast ni,V clouts when frayed , my Rajput ^Queen 
Grows pale', I take^a new love for the old ” 
To-morrow Moslem* pnests shall marry them 
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Queen 

I a dagger that shall marry them I 
Was It for this I left my^hon-home 
To share this jackal's cave ? It cannot be I 
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- Radhagobinda ® 

» {who has restrained hiinself with difficulty). 
cannot be I What does a woman know ? 

{Pointing with scorn) 
our perfumes and your flowers ! The realm is 
fallmg, 

nd you, who boast your hon-blood, stand by 
Jid doubt the word of those who bid you save^t 
es, save it 1 We have** heard of Rajput Queens 
^o would, ere they had suffered shame like yours, 
lave fleshed their daggers m barbanan hearts, 
listen 1 Her father at the Nawab's court 
TrafEcs m shoes ; and now m Vishnupur 
The leather-seller's daughter shall be Queen I 
rhe Kong, besotted, m his lust flings down 
Chis realm, that stands agamst the Musalman, 

3ne tiny kingdom, last in all Bengal 

3e has taken on his head the Prophet’s vow, 

\nd call^ m ahen aid to quench m blood 
is people’s ra^e To-day at sunnse went 
Messengers to the Nawab’s town, with prayer 
He would send soon to save his ‘‘ brother ” here 


Krishnacharan 

’Tis true He has sworn our temples shall be mosques. 
This holy toivn, that serves the dark-hued God,*4 
Must shout his Name more. The King has 
promised ** 
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To turn his people ; and the harlot laughed, 

“ There Tvill be joy m Mewar wherf they know 
They have a daughter in the Faith at last ! ” 

Queen. 

My heart is throbbing in its misery 
What shall I do ? 


Radhagobinda 
Let the knife cut you free I 
She IS closeted with your lord You know the way ! 

c KmSHNACHARAN 

Act , and the people’s prais^ shall crown the deed. 
A mynad hearts m Vishnupur to-mght 
Turn to their Rajput Queen Go through the town, 
And count the lamps , by every glow they watch, 
Praymg, God give our Mother strength to strike 
And save us f 


Radhagobinda 

Strike 1 The Rung, his madness past, 
Will turn to you m lovmg pemtence 
You will be tenfold Queen 1 

Queen 

Enough ! She dies 
(To Radhagobinda) 

Will you call up your guards ? 

• Radhagobinda 

They wait without 

And all the palace-guards ours , this aty 
Is as a storm-swept sea to-mght , all hearts 
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One surging hate against the Musalman. 

They dknow this harlot comes but as his spy 
My own guards, jommg wjth the King’s, shall steal 
Silently round this garden Seek us here, 

Cry once, and at the signal all will rush 
To save our Queen. 


Queen 

Go now, and make all sure 

I ^VlIl await you here 

{The Brahmin and Rahhagobinda go ouL It is 
now night A jackal howls in the jungle, and 
ts answered by a yelling pack The noise 
down and ts siiccejsded by silence, out of which 
a voice speaks to the Queen, from the shelter 
of the bushes ) 

The Voice 
Daughter 1 

Queen* 

Who speaks ? 

Is there a. Darkness that would talk with me, 

Answermg the prying darkness of my heart ? 

® {She gazes into the blackness ) 

Father, I see you now How came you here ? 

You have heard all ? 


Sani^asi , 

\He ts seated in the dense shade of a tamarind, 
his saffron robe so smeared with ashes that 
it has been almost tndrsttnguishable from the 
I 
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darkness ; he ts motionless as the tree's tnink 
behind him The Qdeen can see only the white 
streaks on his bsow, the tndent of Siva the 
Destroyer) 

Fear not I live above 
The wreckage o|’ that phantom sea called Me 
Desire and dread cast out, I walk alone, 

Watchmg the shadows float upon the waves , ‘ 

With phantom arms they parry phantom fears , 
They shrink and cry, they laugh and weep and hope. 
As dusk was droopmg, in this city I saw 
Shadows that chaffered m the market-place. 

Or underneath their shadow-temples called 
I’o worship of the God who dwells not there — 
Bhnd, Ignorant fools, who know not Thou art That 
There was a shadow climbed a shadow’s pyre, 

While other shadows beat on drums and wailed 
Seekmg a place to meditate apart, 

Unvext by phantom cnes and phantom fears, 

I saw these groves from far, with flammg walls 
Of fialas shut, and m their shelter spread 
My tiger-skm But even here there came 
A drift of shadows wranghng m the dusk 

Queen 

Father, my heart is like a mght of storm. 

With shnekmg voices filled and clattering wings 
All the four quarters of the world have plunged 
Their demon-cnes mto one woman’s heart. 


SANNYASr 

o 


Daughter, be calmed 
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Queen 

Be calmed I while m my heart 
Such anguish nses that tHb world without 
Becomes one voice that bids me die, yet dymg 
^ear to the bottomless gulf where I must leap 
Jheir Jives who wrong me 1 Father, I have borne 
Sucl\ wrongs as never woman thought before* 

Yoti heard him speak , you heard her flout my patience 

Sannyasi* 

Illusion all , and in the phantom glare 
Cast by a phantom sun those shadows danced 
Now it IS mght , draw deep withm thy spint, 

The dark will bring em<inapation there 

Queen { mldly ). 

Illusion t This 13 no illusion, this I 
His sm IS no illusion, nor her scorn* 

My pam is no illusion 1 Every nerve 
And every vem is qmck with bummg life 
I anguish , had they voice, these limbs would shnek* 
Father, give comfort 1 Tell me what to do 
Hear riCie^ a Rajput, child of vahant fames. 

Pent m this cage of wrong 1 They bid me call 
A coward and bloodless fool my lord and God , 
They bid me worship one whom all these years — 
Even when I came, a child, with wide eyes filled 
With wonder and behef that he was great — 

My heart has known, more clearly day by day, 

And night by mght with fiercer stats of shame, 

A thmg too vile to ment my contempt 1 
And I must live with thi 2 >! And at life’s end 
Must burr TtrttV* ♦Vite* t 
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(iS7;e weeps, then checks herself, and speaks more 
calmly ) ‘ ^ 

Father, your heart was once 
Quick with our hopes and fears ! Will you not 
help ? 

{There is sd^ence, broken only by the Queen’s 
sobbing Then the Sannyasi’s voice ts heart, 
and seems to be trembling) 

Sannyasi. 

Daughter, your words my spint’s crystal peace 
Have stamed with shadow of trouble long unknown , 
Aid strangely qmvers m its depths my heart 
Once I knew hopes and fears, when fame’s loud wmgs 
Were clamorous with my praise 

Queen 

What shaU I do ? 

Sannyasi {after silence) 

Fmish the whole ; lift action’s heavy stone. 

Shatter the glass of these illusive pangs 
Let there be nothmg left that shall give back 
One mockmg image of your agomes „ » ” 
Beyond these shadows, elsewhere sl^t thou find 
Heahng and rest There is no refuge here ° 

Queen 

Shall I then slay the life that broke my peace ? 

Sannyasi „ 

Slaymg or not-slaymg, these are words Have done ! 
Heed not these words of^men , your webs of pain 
Bum, and be free. 
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Daughter, my blessmg take I 
Now teave me to' my mght of calm agam 

{Stlenc(\ Then the Queen calls) 


§ubha I 


Queen 


(SuBHAStNi enters from the courtyard) 
The day is ended ; wait with me 
rhe King has gone withm ? 


SUBHA 

He IS at rest, 

And would not be disturbed 


Queen 

But not alone ! 

Subha, there crept a traitress to him now I 
She shall not wrong me so I Girl, I must do 
A. deed no Rajput princess dreamed to do 


SUBHA 

Lady, we know and mourn , but you do well 
The coyrtyard is a bush of spears , and suU 
More troops pour m They are your fnends, they 
osay, * 

And come to serve the Gods of Vishnupur 
The Pnnce, your son, is with them 

Queen 

IBrmg him here 

(SuBHASiNi goes to the courtyard^ from tohich the 
Brahmin conics'^ 

Is all prepared ? 



no 
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Krishn\charan. 

Our men await your sign 
Go, faithful wife ; tout husband’s honour save, 
And save our Gods and realm. Fear not ! One call. 
And we are at your side. The Gods are glad 

{As ilie goes to the pmate gate ihe^ Brah- 

AON gives a sign. Radhagobinda enicTSy and 
behind him his men file in from the courtyard. 

are carrying spears and matchlocks, 
some have even bczcsoTtd arrozvs Every third 
man has a torch^ ichxch he holds lorn They 
disperse themselves through the gardeUy and 
are hidden beJnrd the bushes There is dark- 
ness agcnn, except for the faint glorc fiung 
upvcard by the corcecded torches RadhAGO- 
BINDA Singh comes fortcard to the centre of 
the stage and joms the Brahmin. The latter 
goes up to the platform and stoops dorm to 
scrutimse it He laughs gently ) 

See, we have sweetmeats here ! Look, dates, and 
figs 

Crystalled with sugar * Honey-crusted rice. 

In balls that dnp with goodness ! 

{filule Radhagobinda zs helping himself *forck 
shov:s above a bush to the lej^, tchere there ts 
a clashing of zceapcms. He springs fdnsard 
nervously ) 

Radhagobinda 

Down with that torch ! 

Keep still those*cursed spears ! ^ 

{An Orel hoots overhead) 
Did you hear that ? 

The cry that brings *bn death ! We are betrayed ^ 
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Khishnacharan {scornfully) 

What, »nrd;ar \ Do you jump for Lakshmi’s bird ? 
It bnngs good omen 1 Watchmg o’er our deed 
Its mistress sits 

Radhagobinda. 

My mmd -was oAierwhere 
It w3s the mght whose stillness broke my spmt. 

Khishnacharan {laughing). 

Perchance it was the Musalmam’s soul 

Wmgmg Its way to Hell {The Queen appears ) 

Radhagobinba {shouting) 

’ The Queen is here ! 

Advance, men I Flash your torches out, and show 
Our Mother has no cause for fear to-mght. 

{Torches are shozon above the bushes The soldiers 
press forward, and the stage is filled mth light 
The Queen steps on to the platform ) 

Khishnacharan {with lowered voice) 

Is the deed done ? 

j 

Queen {addressing herself to the soldiers) 

» Heavy calamity 

Has fallen upon this wretched land My lord 
By misadventure on a serpent trod , 

It reared, with swelhng hood The King is dead 

(There is a silence of stupefaction Then the 
Brahmin’s voice ts lieardy ^slcred^dous) 

KmSHNACHARAN 
The King is dead ? 
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W2 

Queen. 

Even so 

(She catches sight of her son, a boy of about twelve, 
who is standing mth Subhasini She beckons, 
and SuBHAsmi thrusts him on to the 

% 

platform ) 

The King is h^re ! 
SOIJDTERS { shoutWg ). 

Hail, IMaharaja * Long life to the King ! 

Queen. 

I leave him to your hands, too young to walk 
^^^thout a father’s strength, a mother’s care 

{Addressing hm ^ 

Son, somewhere m my spirit’s torment lies 
A deeper pit of wailmg, all my heart 
Breakmg because I leave my children Fnends, 
Father and mother both be to this King ! 

He IS but a child, as I \\as but a child 
\Micn first I came to be } our Queen My son * 

{She embraces him ) 

Claspmg }OU round, }our mother’s arms are fire, 

Her spint sobs and dies ^ M\ child ^ my 
Take him among you * Let my eye^ forget * 

{The Prince is taken by the Brahmin, rcho "gives 
him to one of the officers , he is led ascay 
The Queen turns to the Brahmin ) 

Bid them prepare my husband’s pjTe ; and send 
Heralds through all this aty’s wakeful waj's 
Go, spread }our1iea\’^ news — saj the King died^ 

B} MsitaUon of our holj Gods, 

And sa}^ beside him dies l^ts faithful wife, 

Whose spint longs to^jom her glonous lord 
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All (shouting) 

O ^iithful wife 1 O blessed, blessed Sati ! 

Krishnacharan 
( tn a low voice to f/iejQuEEN) 
of the snake whose poison slew our lord ? 

Radhagobinda 

Stibahdar ! 

StlBHADAR 

Sir I 

Radiugobinda 

March to the burning-ground ; 
And, as you go, proclaim our Mother’s praise 

{The soldiers file out, with shouts of Blessed Sati I 
The Queen w left with Subhasini, the Brah- 
min and Radhagobinda Singh Subhasini 
and Radhagobinda have torches) 

Queen 

BrahcSin, you asked me of the snake Within, 

A woman whimpers m some comer there, 

{She points to the palace) 
Waitmg the stroke of death Deal as you will 
A Rajput Queen, I keep my kmfe unstamed 
By blood that would defile my hate and me 

• 

Krishnacharan 

No woman, but a Goddess, you have saved 
Our land and Gods I * 
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Queen. 

Go, go, good fnends ! Ah,^see 
How far ahead the soldiers^ torches fling 
Their glimmer on the night ! My pyre prepares 
I would not in this storm of death pass hence 
With spint panged^and troubled, as now yoii see 
I must go in, and dress myself to die 
A Rajput Queen. 

Both 

We take your dust, and go. 
(Tltey stoop dotm^ even the Brahmin ioucJmg her 
feet in azccy then pass out The Qijhen is 
left cdone with Subha. The stage ts in dark- 
nessy except for Subha’s torch) 

Queen 

Subha, the wedding-raiment that I brought 
From my dear aty — my eyes dim ^ Oh, my heart ^ 

I shall not see those sacred towers agam 1 
The very curs that walk those holy streets 
Are nobler than the Gods that habit here ! 

I vn]l be proud again ' But Subha, Subha ! 

I was m Heaven, and sent to hve m Hell 
And caU a Demon lord * Why are rve bom. « 
Women, to break our hearts on worthier things ? 

To flower, bear children, age, and die in shaine'l 
Come, let us go. I have babes whom I ^^ould see ; 
Their voices call me back, then outstretched hands 
Clutch me, and in the road that I must walk 
I stumble, bhnd with tears Look for me, girl, 

I cannot see — Father, are 30U still there ^ 

{Putting her paints together m supplication ^ she 
looks tozcards ike darkness tchero the 
Sannyasi xjcas sitting ) 
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5^ow, ere I shut my ears to human word. 

Speak the last message I shall ever hear 
Father, you pomted me way , and now, 

I seek your blessmg 

Saiwyasi (out of the darkness) 

^ * Daughter, go m peace 

Illusion’s webs are tom, thy soul goes free 

{The Queen snakes a profound oheisanccy then she 
and SuBHA go out The stage ts l^t in utter 
darkness and silence Voices are heard faintly 
in the distance Then the Saiwtasi’s voice 
IS heard, in slow, ringing tones) 

Illusion — comfort of this flowery mght * 

And warm sprmg airs,* whose fragrant wings shake 
down 

A dream of ease — illusion of this sky, 

Trancmg the world with stars , and through the dark, 
Like the bnef, dying lives of cheated men, 

The fireflies glimmer ! And illusion late 
Of shadows dreammg that they hoped and feared ; 
And one, a shadow, dreamed she was m pam 1 
All m the whirl and scurry of Death swept hence, 
Blindgd^ vnth passion’s dust and with the mist 
Of Ignorance 1 {He is silent ) 

» And now mght wraps agam 

My spint — the lights are gone, the voices die 

{In the distance a light ts seat moving on the road ^ 
voices are heard indistinctly and in confusion 
The light vanishes, the voices die away. 
Darkness and silence ) • 
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NOTES ON TWO INDIAN PLAYS 


1 "FHE QUEEN OF RUIN * 

1 A son IS of the first importance, where ancestor-worship 
binds the generations together 

2 Gotama Buddha to orthodoz Hindus an mcamatioa 

Vishnu (Narayan), who thereby entangled the foobsh with 

sophistries, and snared their steps into Hell 

Ceylon is still mainly a Buddhist country 

3 Shyatna^ “ the Dark One,’’ is a tootle of Kali » 

4 The rainiest month, ;^une-July 

5 AhimsUy ** harmlessness,” is a Hmdu doctrine, often 
transgressed, but never quite forgotten 

6 A gift IS often touched, in token of acceptance, and 
then returned to the giver 

7 Kali IS haly “ Time ” m its destructive aspect. 

8 Huge kettledrums, of which the last set were earned 
off by Akbar and can still be seen at Delhi, were beaten 
when a Bana of Chitor went out of the fortress or returned 
to it 

9 The Rajputs of Chitor claim to be descended from the 
Suit-Qod 

lo The colour which sigmfied that they were devoted 
to d^th ® 
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!• Siva, whose common name is Mdhadeva, “ the Great 
Gbd ” 

2 A common title, often aigmfymg merely a landlord 

3 iSutfcc, ” a faithful wife ^ ^ 

4 Torn, ” a star/* Btbty a Musalman woman 
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5 Vishnupur is a great centre for historical ballads, 

some of which are the only records of irnportant even& m 
West Bengal o 

6 A reference to the £foZi-f estival, in honour of Krishna 
Obscene songs are sung, and red juice squirted over 
passers-by 

7 The Indian Lovfc-God uses flower-tipped arrows^ 

8 Udaipur has the most beautiful lakes in India 

9 The Spring-month, February-March. 

10 Mewar, unlike many Rajput States, never gave a bnde 
to the Mogul’s harem 

1 1 Alexander the Great, 

12 The Emperor Aurangzeb ravaged Rajput territory, 
destroymg coimtiess temples 

13 ^The Musalman viceroys of Bengal claimed tnbute, 
which Wshnupur sometimes paid 

14 Krishna, “ the Dark One ” 

15 Tat tvam ast, “ Thou art That,” the master-word of 
Hindu pantheistic philosophy 

16 The Goddess of Luck In Bengah folk-lore the owl 
18 her steed 
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The rite by whicb a Hindu widow became sati^ 
faithful/' is generally traced by European writers 
to a ScyWian source , by Hindus to the superior 
nature of Indian wedded love aJfet, on the latter 
^}\fory, It remams a development, for, though anaent, 

It was not of the highest antiquity The Rig-Veda 
very fully details the funeral ceremonies of the 
Aryans, but contains only one or two hnes that nwy, 
'^oh a racking of their natural meamng, glance at 
suttee, and the text that was held to support it 
explicitly was proved by Professor Wilson to |^ave 
been deliberately changed, the gemtive of agntf 
“ fire,” having been sulistituted for the adverb agre^ 
first ” The onginal, 

Arohaniu janayo yomm agre 

(Let the mothers go up to the dwelhng first), 

became 

Arohaniu janayo yomm agneh 
* (Let the mothers go up to the dwelhng of fire) 

But the cu^om of two millenniums had, by the 
timd^ that the abohtion of suttee became a vexing 

S istion to the Government of the East India 
^P^y» made that other question, of its Scnptural 
sanction, an irrelevance It was only when the 
reformers and the Brahmins came Jo battle together 
that the textual support of the nte became important , 
and that battle was not the decidmg one m the 
campaign agamst suttee, smcc it was won after the 
abohtion ^ 
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Herodotus has left an account of /ic wholesale 
holocaust of slaves and attendants of e\ery descnftion 
which formed the funeral ‘rites of the anaent kings 
of the tnbes of Central Asia^ the Sc}thu\n? 
Similar sacnhccs were common m otho? countnes 
of antiquity; and Ilmdu*^ ma} Invc borrowed the* 
practice of widow -immolation from Central 
Its shoe! mg prevalence among the R'^jputs, \.ho 
probabl} arc the descendants of succcssnc \ra\c> of 
immigTTtion later than the Aiyan ones, possibly later 
than llic becmmng of our cra^ suggests thi*^ Init 
the ntc was found by Alexander's soldiers, in the 
fourth ccnlun, n c , to be commonh practised b) 
tnbes in the Panjab, and cspcciaH\ In the city of 
Taxih This fact suggests" that it ms not talcn 
b\ Hinduism from a 8031111:10 soiircus but was in- 
digenous, with human sacnficc and other pnmitnc 
cruelties, when the Artans entered India, and vus 
taken up into tiicir religion along with the b'^rbanan 
elms who tcnaciousU clung to it It was always 
pre-cmncntl} a ntc to glont) the v amor caste, aod 
pnnccs c^pcculh. Ihc most tcmhlc suttees on 
record arc tho^c at the obsequies of lungs I ron 
the fourtecntii to the sixteenth centurx A n ^ or 
c\cn three thousand women \ ere burn^ at the funems 
of the (if \ija\nnngar, in South India ' A 

cinder-mnund near Nimbnpuram, north-east of 
y'>nTgir» tiic iccnc of those app'ilhn:: ho!o- 

caus*s ’’ t o* women were often burnt 

with one 0 * iht k.ni of Central Indsi, c'pccraJv 
ih^ of m Ir^c rs 1/^41 ilifcc hur*’ 

end t p w<\ uen pen hud \ itii tl c S I h, SuCi’Cl 
Sm^,h, in the IVrj-ib 

Suttee centra!!, tho’ the form rf 1 nm a >ve 
‘ Oxfct^lhr.-, rnrits,? 
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But the vyea^r caste buned alive when tliey practised 
the •nte , and bunal was common in the Telugu 
distncts of South India, o Occasionally suttee was by 
dro wrung The method of bummg varied in different 
distncts South India, m Onssa, and sometimes 
in Bengal, the pyre was in a pi^, generally sunken 
(l?uly a few feet below the level of the surrounding 
ground , mto this the widow jumped after the pyre 
was ahght But in North India, mcludmg Bengal, 
she generally climbed on to her husband’s pyre and 
sat down with his head m her lap , his eldest son 
applied the torch, or, failing a son, the nearest male 
relation In Western India both bodies were placed 
in a grass hut, and the widow set the hut on fixe 
inside In Nepal she* sat behind her husband’s 
body, at his head She was by no means always 
left free , espeaally m Bengal, it was common to 
bmd her to her husband’s corpse with cords, or to 
fasten down both bodies with curving bamboo poles. 
In Rajasthan, where the nte reached its most mag- 
nificent and least squahd form, she rode on horseback 
to the pyre, with face unveded for the first tune 
Rajput women burned more willingly than those of 
othet parts of India The women bemg members of 
a wamor clan^^ whose men died freely and readily m 
battle, the sacrifice seemed a smaller and fairer matter 
than to the women of more peaceable folk The 
courage of its innumerable satts^ no less than the 
d^perate bravery of its men, casts a sombre grandeur 
a out the story of Chitor Tod tells us that it was 
usual, ^ when they came of an age to understand the 
action’s significance, to put a lighted lamp m a Rajput 
girl s hand and a knife m s boy’s, to show the death 
ea^ must die, by the flame antf by battle 
The nte inspired horror m the Mogul conquerors 
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of India, nnd Akbar and his son ni>:J^'*^ccc$sor, 
Jahangir, both tried to suppress it* t)n one occ^fiion 
Akbar rode nearly a bundled miles at full speed to 
rescue the daughtcr-in-lnw of the IMnharaja of Jodhpur, 
who was unwilling to bum It is customer} to 
tliat tlic Mogul cforts at suppres^^ion failed ; the 
truth IS, the} were substantial!) succc^^sful , so mupK 
so that the English Resident at Delhi, Sir Charles 
Metcalfe, was able to forbid suttee there twentv 
}cars before the British Government of India dared 
to prohibit It at Calcutta 

At the beginning of the sixteenth centur}* Albu- 
querque anticipated Akbar, and forbade the ntc 
within the Portuguc^^c tcmloncs In the carlj 
nineteenth centur} the Dutch* at Chtn^ura, the Dines 
at Scrampur, and the PVench at Chandcrnngorc, either 
bj direct prohibiiion or b) strong discouragement 
slopped 'iuttee, and Hindus in those towns who 
wislied to burn ihcir widows had to take them into 
Bniish tcmlor} nnd get the sanction of a 11011*^11 
ninpistntc It inu^^t be remembered that all llic^c 
prohibition'^, with tliC exception of the partnil) 
successful Mogul one, were within *^mall areas, easily 
controlled and watli no large populnlion eir so, 
tlic Ea^'t India Compnm sliowcd nevbesn innuilt} 
through the tlurt} jear^ of vacillation vhich prcctllcd 
l^rd Bcnlincl prolubiiion uf suttee in 1 829 Gov t rn- 
nicnt wa^ unlnppv about the terrible prevalence o* 
the ntc in Bcniral, and v'ai constantlv convulimt' it^ 
ofha ih aa to V hethcr it could be ^aftb a!>fdidiCth 
and Hindu pund*A to v hethcr it wi^' regarded 
cnrnmardcd, ntiier than merciv rccomrrcncltd ni 
tncir MCTcd booU In 1^13 Dircanm^ wc-'c t "ucd 
forbidding the i'lcnfcc of \ idov under *^ixtcca, or 
agair t tl cir will, and m^uting on the 
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of a magisTiftte, me presence of a police officer (not 
necdfeanly, or \isually, a'European) at the ceremony, 
and the registration of tht^ act Unfortunately, these 
DirecuonSj by giving suttees tlie prestige of legal 
sanetiont-fiwreased them , and m the Bengal Presi- 
• dency (which included parts of svhat are now the 
lifted Provmces) the number of suttees reported 
went up — 378 in 1815 , 44Z m 1816 , 707 m 1817 ; 

839 m 1818, the worst year After 1818 they dropped 
^ ^slightly, and averaged between five and six hundred 
a^year till 1829, the year of prohibition* At last 
Lord Bentinck, after a careful canvassing of all 
authonties, detennmed, largely on his own mitia^ve, 
to abolish the nte This was done m December 
1829 It had been ascertained that m the native 
army, which was alleged to be very devoted to suttee, 
the practice was almost unknown — which was not 
strange, seeing that the men, with the exception of 
about a thousand m the artillery, were not recruited 
from Bengal proper, where the vast majonty of the 
suttees m the Bengal Presidency occurred 
After prohibition m Bntish India the Government 
tnedj as opportumty served, to have suttee made 
m the serm-mdependent States But the same 
tmidity for a long time persisted m its pohey here 
RajaSthan was the country where suttees were most 


numerous, and where tradition was most msistent 
the funeral of a man of rank demanded 
honours* The dreadful frequency of suttee throughout 
entrf India m former times is brought home to the 
^ijllcr by the shnnes m honour of widows who 
ed on their husbands’ pyres, and, most of all, by 
c innumerable salt stones-<»^tones engraved with the 
impr^ of a woman’s hand, generally vermihoned, or 
es With a hand and arm, sometimes with two 
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feet These stones often have the figSfes ot the 
sun and moon in their upper portion. The way up 
through the magnificent defences of Chitor is screwTi 
\Mth them, and the plateau itself has them almost 
everj^vhere In such places as the MahuSati* at 
Udaipur there arej_not only die chattns or memonal 
platforms of the Ranas, but Imes of stones on^tife 
ground, the large central one representing the Rana, 
the smaller ones at each side his satis. I ha\ c 
counted over sixtj^ of these with one Rana 

And for a long time after 1829 pnnees of Central 
India burned mth these awful honours From 
Rajasthan the rite had been adopted by the Sikhs, 
despite the fact that most of their gums had for- 
bidden it , and it had become common among the 
hlarathas But the Marathas early lost tlicir enthu- 
siasm for It, and towards the end of the eighteenth 
centur} hlaratha rulers had even forbidden it, the 
Peshwa in his personal dominions, and in South 
India the Maratha Raja of Tanjorc After sutttc 
was prohibited m British India its strongholds were 
the Panjab and Rajasthan, Etents brought it to an 
end in the former the two Sikh wars %Mth the 
British resulted m the annexation of the m 

1849, when It became subject to thc^lau that pro- 
hibited die rite* which continued for a few 'fews 
longer m two of die protected %SiHi States, Jhind 
and Kabha (till iS6o) But between 1S29 and 1849 
there were m'in\ suttees among the Sikhs, In 
1S39, at the funeral of Mahiraja iLanjit Singh, nine 
women burned , and there were suttees at the funerals , 
of lus <^on and succcs'^or, Kharak Singh, and of his 
grandson, Nao Niha! S-ngh In 1845, after the 
execution of Jawahir ^ 5 ingh, his soldier}' forced four 
women nn rn their master’s D\rc. 
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In Raj^Stbjin, the three powerful States of Alwar, 
Bikaiur, and U<faipur continued to ignore unofficial 
remonstrances, which wgre the only protest the 
Government of Bntish India felt empowered to 
make- 1838, at the funeral of Jawan Smgh, 

, Maharana of XJdaipur, eight woq^en burned , four 
y^d:ts later there was one suttee at the funeral of his 
successor At last Lord Dalhousie, nearly a quarter 
of a century after the cessation of the nte m Bntish 
India, took up with a vigour that was almost ruthless 
" tins question of its persistence m native States He 
made it plain that he would not tolerate it any 
longer, and after a long resistance the three powerful 
States of Rajasthan acquiesced m his demand'^hat 
they should prohibit it, and the rest of Rajasthan 
followed their lead Jaipur and many smaller States, 
both within and outside Rajasthan, had already made 
it illegal But the acquiescence of Udaipur, at 
least, was sullen and umvilhng, and, after Dalhousie 
had gone, the funeral of Maharana Sarup Smgh, m 
1861, was disgraced by the sacrifice of a slave-girl 
Nepal, which is outside the mfluence of the Indian 
Government, contmued the nte down to our own 
day 4 ^I beheve it is still legal there At the funeral 
of the famous statesman and soldier, Sir Jung Bahadur, 
m 1S77, three ivomen burned 

The Hmduised islands of Bali and Lombok prac- 
tised suttee on a scale unknown m India after the 
outstanding instance of the burning of three hundred 
women at the funeral of Suchet Smgh m 1844 Suttee 
here was by burning or by stabbing with the krtss, or 
hlalay knife Sir Charles Eliot, wanting m 1921, saj-s 
It IS believed still to takej)lace m noble families ” * 
Instances of illegal suttee sprinkled the nmeteenth 
* Htndttttm and Buddlmm, \ol lu, p 183 
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century to its dose in many parts of Inds 

Rajasthan and Bihar provided most of these cThc 
Udaipur one in iS6i was |hc last one at the ^rncral 
of a ruling chief , but from time to time n suttc( 
took place at the obsequies of a noble^Xl^itJ^st 
was m the Datia State * in 1895 Bihar had a succcs- , 
sion of suttees even later than this, m 1901, 1901, 
1904, 1905 • These eases brought the instigators and 
those who presided into the police-courts, and were 
punished by impnsonmcnt or penal servitude And 
from time to time a woman has poured kerosene 
over her clothes and burnt herself at home. This 
happened in Calcutta in 1911, and I v^cll remember 
thc®n3stcncal admiration of the Calcutta Indian 
Press and tlie c^dtement of the mob that ru^^hed 
to get rehes of the mart^T Up to the present time 
the most disquieting thing about suttee has been the 
lack of conscience about it and its exaltation by 
Indian writers The Bihar suttees of the twentieth 
centur) were extolled as worth\ of the Hindu ideal 
of womanhood, an ideal claimed to be the highest 
the v^o^ld pos^c'^scs A\hat is perhaps stranger still, 
there liavc been European and Amcncan men and 
women who have praised suttee, not sccin^^ xhat, 
however brave many of the women who died were — 

I forget, for the moment, the countless unwilling ^nd 
ternfied victims — the world has seen no more ignoble 
selfishness than that which demanded such worship 
and sacrifice to the male 

■ For this jnformaiinn I sm indebted to Lieut -Colonel 
C Ldvford Lu:ircJ, C I C 

* In IQ13 flcrev\as one nesr AILhnb"d In 1906 
vcrc suttees in the Funjnh and in C^lcu ti 
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